SHRIEKING VICTIM OF 


THE VAMPIRE’S CURSE 



589250 K OCT. S0< 


FROM 


TEIftItOR 

MUMMY’S 





Death 
is not 
forever 



THE HOWLING DEMON WHO HUNGERED FOR BLOOD 



MARK JEWELE 

9041 W. PICO BLVD., LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90035 
25 years Service To Military Men 

If coupon is clipped send orders to Mark Jewelers, 

EMBLEM RINGS 

For All Services Including Vietnam 
For Arnty and Marines 
1 Ok White or Yellow Gold 
Extra Heavy 




WE AIRMAIL IMMEDIATELY} 
WORLDWIDE SERVICE - 


I I I I I 









OCTOBER 1971 
VOLUME NUMBER 7 




TRUE TALES OF THE UNKNOWN 

SHRIEKING VICTIM OF 

THE VAMPIRE'S CURSE by William Arnes 10 

Truth or fiction? No ono dared separate thorn now 

THE ARMY OF MARCHING CORPSES by John 0. Craig 18 

Though no longer alive, these creatures were not dead. And 
heaven help any diver who was unlucky enough to come 
across them 

''GIANT SPIDERS ARE 

ATTACKING OUR TOWN!" by Avary West 26 

Chemical weapons accidentally released in the desert brought 
life to these monsters — artd nothing could stop them 

ADVENTURES IN TERROR 
SWEET VIOLETS OF DEATH I by Gabriel Varney 6 

Our Ghost Hunter discovers that one spectre isn't always die 
sole cause of a Haunting 

"I WAS RAISED FROM THE GRAVEI" by Eari Martin 14 

There was no peace in death for me — once again / had to roam 
and see with sightless eyes the horror / created 

THE HOWLING DEMON WHO 

HUNGERED FOR BLOOD by Michael Praetorius 22 

It was a gentle meadow and for years no one came near — until 
the day a sleeping Satan awoke with fury and sought new 
power 

TERROR FROM THE 

MUMMY'S EYES by Charles Thompson 30 

Mentemhet — an evil High Priest of 3,000 years ago. Haskins 
was foolish enough to reactivate the ancient curse placed 
upon his body 

SPECIAL FEATURES 

TELL US ABOUT IT 34 

If you've had an experience with the Unknown World, why not 
share it with us 

NOTES FROM OUR READERS 36 

Questions, replies, comments on the Supernatural from you 
subscribers 

ADVENTURES IN 

WITCHCRAFT by Whittier Fowles, Ph.D., Sc.D. 37 

A n expert's continuing discussion of the OccuH 

THEODORE S. HECHT, Editor ANYA TULCHIN. Asst. Art Director 

GREG JACKSON, Managing Editor JOHN PARKER, Art Associate 
ALAN WEINSTEIN, Assistant Editor PENNY REED, Art Assistant 
MONTE INGBER, Art Director ELI GINSBURG, Circulation Dir. 

HORROR STORIES. Voluim 1. Mumbw 7. Oetobw 1971, is pubSshsd bi-memh- 
tV by STANLEY PUBLICATIONS. INC., 261 PKth Avs., Now York. N.Y. 10016. 

Singis copy OOc; subscription rsts 63.60 pw yosr. Not rssponsibis for loss or non- 
rstum of msnuscrlpts snd photos, which wW not bs rstumsd unless sccompanisd 
by a stamped, seN-addressed envelops bearing the correct postage. AS uneol- 
chad manuscripts accepted for pubBcadon wW be paid for at our usual rates. Ad- 
vertising representative. HAMMOND MEDIA CORP.. 120. East S6th Street. 

New York, N Y. 10022Printad In the U.S.A. 


MAKE BIG MONEY' 

OPERATE 

HEAVY EQUIPMENT 

• CRANES • DRAGLINES • CLAMSHELLS 
•SCRAPERS •BULLDOZERS •LOADERS 

• TRENCHERS •GRADERS • BACKHOES 



TRAINED OPERATORS 
ARE IN DEMAND! 


Train NOW to operate earth-moving 
equipment The Construction Industry 
is Booming! You can earn top money 
in this fast moving, action-packed 
field. Universal Heavy Construction 
Schools lets you train at home or in 
the Service — in your spare time — 
followed by practical training at 
school owned facilities. Write for 
FREE information today. Don't delay! 

Accredited Member NHSC 


CONTRACTORS: 
Information about our trained 
Operators available upon request 





SWEET VIOLETS 


OF DEATH! 


by GABRIEL VARNEY 


O TARK RAVING MAD! That’s just how I feel right now. It just 
O doesn’t add up, Mr. Varney, because the last person to live in 
this house died here over seventy years ago.” 

“Most fascinating, Mr. Whimbly,” I managed to gasp, “but do you 
think you could climb a bit slower, please? I’m not as young as I 
used to be and these steps are rather steep. There — that’s better. The 
room will still be around when we reach it.” 

“Sorry, Mr. Varney, but I’m awfully anxious for you to experience 
this — it’s quite the most exciting thing that has ever happened to us!” 

We were climbing the creaking stairs leading to the third floor of a 
dilapidated old house. Each of the rooms we passed was stuffy, close, 
reeking of damp walls and stagnant air. And the faded wallpaper 
came off in large squares when either of us happened to brush by. 

“Lovely old place, Mr. Whimbly. It has 
what the real estate brokers call ‘charm’ 
and ‘atmosphere.’ ” I carefully stepped 
over a pile of evil-smelling debris blocking 
a doorway. “Whatever are you going to do 
with it?” 

Whimbly smiled ruefully. “I kijow it’s a 
sight, but it can be fixed up. All right. 
Here’s the room I was telling you about.” 

Rather melodramatically he flung open 
the door and (Contirmed on page 8) 



A bobby is standing in front of 
G. Whimbly’s haunted townhouse. 




7 


ushered me inside. Just a small 
chamber with sunlight fitfully 
shining through holes in the 
boarded-up windows; no furniture, 
nothing to mark it in any way 
different from possibly thousands of 
other long-empty rooms — 
until . . . 

“That’s it, Mr. Varney, fill your 
lungs.” 

Again I breathed the dusty air 
and once more that faint fragrance 
hit me — “Violets!” 

“Thank God you can smell them 
too! My wife can’t and thinks I’m 
‘working too hard’ or 
something — all piolite ways of 
saying she thinks I’ve gone batty. 
And for a while there, I really did 
think I was crazy. First of all, it’s in 
the middle of winter; second, 
nobody has been in this room for 
years; and third, the odour is quite 
strong, not like real violets at all.” 
Whimbley paused long enough to 
scratch his head. “I was positive for 
the longest time that somebody had 
spilled some bath powder or 
perfume and the fragrance stuck to 
the walls, but as you can see, I’ve 
washed everything down with a 
strong lye solution — and the smell is 
still there!” 

“Yes, I realize it,” I said, sniffing 
the air again. “Violets. They were 
my dear wife’s favourite flower. 
Colour too. She had all her soap, 
bath salts, cologne, everything in 
that fragrance — but you could 
always tell there was something 
artificial about the scent, 
something faintly metallic behind 
it. No, these are real flowers that are 
giving off the smell.” 

“But I don’t see how. Why, you’d 
need hundreds of flowers to have 
the scent as strong.” 



The odour of ghostly violets first 
8 appeared in this third-floor room. 


“You’re perfectly right, of course, 
but by ‘real flowers’ I didn’t mean 
the kind you can pick.” 

“Then what other kind is there, 
pray,” Whimbly asked with a trace 
of sarcasm, in his voice. 

“The supernatural sort. There are 
two words in the English language 
that are used interchangeably — 
‘ghost’ and ‘apparition.’ And 
because ‘apparition’ has more 
syllables and looks fancier in print, 
writers use it when specifying an 
especially elegant ghost.” 

“So what? There are many kinds 
of words like those.” 

“Yes, but let me finish. A ‘ghost’ 
is the after-image of a deceased 
human person clanking down stairs. 


wearing white sheets, frightening 
servants — and the whole run of 
cliches which may, or may not, be 
true. An ‘apparition’ on the other 
hand, is also an after-image — but 
not necessarily that of a person. It 
can be of an animal, an object, a 
particular sound — or a smell!” 

“In other words, then, a ghost is a 
kind of apparition.” 

“Exactly. As an apple is a kind of 
fruit. Your house is haunted by the 
smell of violets.” 

We turned to leave, but on the 
stair Whimbly again stopped me. 
“So why can’t my wife smell the 
flowers? She’s been here when I 
have.” 

Putting on my coat, I answered, 
“Don’t worry about that. If you 
remember your genetics, there’s a 
certain chemical that some people 
can taste and that others can’t. This 
ability or inability is hereditary. 
The same goes for an ability to roll 
one’s tongue, to wiggle one’s ears, 
the same as it is for the colour of 
eyes and hair, body structure, and 
everything else. In a case like the 
one you’ve got upstairs,” I said, 
buttoning my coat, “nothing follows 
ordinary practices. Outside in the 
real world, vibrations strike the 
senses from the exterior. Let’s say 
someone yells; the sound goes into 
your ears, through all those tubes 
and channels, and into your brain 
where the waves are registered as 
someone’s voice. Fragrance follows 
the same principles. Violets give off 
a certain smell, it goes into your 
nose and up into the brain where 


you think, ‘Oops, there are flowers 
about.’ ” 

“That’s all very obvious and yet 
doesn’t explain a damned thing.” 
“Don’t be so impatient, my boy. 
You’ll understand it all in due time. 
Now where was I — oh, yes, about 
the smell. Your violets are 
supernatural after-images just like 
a clanky thing on the stairs, but act 
in a different manner. Whatever 
force field is causing the odour to be 
trapped upstairs, sends the wave 
images directly into your brain. The 
next time you’re in that room, hold 
your breath — I’ll bet you any 
amount of money you can still smell 
the flowers.” 

“And my wife?” 


“She doesn’t have the ability to 
be a recepticle. Can you cross your 
eyes? Well, neither can I. It’s just 
something we can’t do. And it holds 
true with your wife. She hasn’t got 
the inherent factor within her to be 
able to sense the presense of your 
supernatural bouquet.” 

“Can you tell me what causes this 
mysterious fragrance?” 

“Only if I can discover something 
of the history of this house. Then, 
with luck, I’ll be able to piece 
together an explanation — but that 
will take time and right now it’s 
growing rather late.” 

We walked out the front door. 

“How did you ever manage to get 
this property?” I asked, turning up 
the collar of my coat. 

“Well, this whole row of houses 
belonged to one old man who died a 
long time ago. His will was 
contested by several relatives and 
it’s been in the courts for over fifty 
years. Naturally the property fell 
into disrepair and when the last 
relative died seyeral months ago, 
leaving no heirs, the State took it 
over. I bought this house quite 
cheaply. And I believe the others 
have been sold too.” 

“Sounds like that case in 
Dickens’ Bleak House — Jarvis vs. 
Jarvis, I think. By the time the case 
was settled, there wasn’t any money 
left — it all went into legal actions, 
suits and counter-suits. When 
everybody’s greedy, nobody ends up 
with anything to show for it.” 

“Yes. These were nice houses 
(Continued on page 58) 


A broken heart of long ago, flowers, and a poem 
by Shelley all team up to give our Ghost Hunt- 
er his most exciting case in the Supernatural! 
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KAY, TAKE A BREAK, Wendell. Marge," Cameron 
said, "Give me some rush prints on this roll." 
Cameron Hall slipped the light meter from his neck and 
glanced around his studio. Another bum campaign for an- 
other failing production house, he thought disgustedly. 


VAMPIRE'S 


CURSE 


by WILLIAM ARNES 


Just a make- 
believe world of 
a Grade B hor- 
ror movie — but 
after the sun 
had set, who 
dared tell truth 
from our fantasy ! 


He watched os Wendell removed the plastic fangs and 
slung his cape over the Barca-Lounger near the pole lamp. 
Cameron sighed. 

"Here are the first prints. Cam," Marge said. She was 
standing close to him and he put his arm around her 
shoulders, drawing her near. Her soft blonde hair drifted 
across his forehead as he nuzzled her neck. 

"Easy, lover boy," Marge cautioned. "I thought we had 
an agreement." 

"Not during business hours," he said, mimicking the 
sound of her voice. "Okay. But give me a kiss to fight off 
the nausea. This Wendell is for the birds." 

"You mean for the bats. As a vampire, well ... I'd be 
more frightened by a Girl Scout selling brownies." 

A slight grin played over Cameron's lean features. He 
hunched his shoulders slightly, shifting his head left and 
right to focus the available light on the dripping prints. 

"Scrap this set of rushes, (Continued on page 12) 
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kitten,” Cameron said. “His acne 
shows in prints three through nine, 
and thirteen. Hey Wendell!” 
Cameron waited for the face to 
appear around the corner of the 
dressing room. “Don’t shuck the 
clothes. We have to re-shoot. But 
take five anyway.” 

“What else is on the agenda, 
Marge? I just hope Continental 
Pictures isn’t depending on 
Wendell’s good looks to get the 
kiddies flocking into the theater.” 

“You have Wendell here until 
three, then you’re doing a photo 
spread on Maria Bonay. At fiye- 
fSteen, you’re having dinner with 
KenMcGriffin . . 

“Can we cut that out?” 
“Negative,” she answered. “You 
cancelled twice before already.” 
“Okay, the rest.” 

“That’s it. Dinner at the 
McGriffins never lasts less than five 
hours. So your night is well-nigh 
shot.” 

“And how about your evening?” 

“I have an engagement.” 

“With who?” Cameron asked, his 
voice combining equal parts of 
annoyance, frustration and a 
seasoning of jealousy. 

“A mutual friend.” 

“Any man cutting in between us 
is no mutual friend.” 

“But you have nothing to worry 
about, Cameron.” 

“Let’s stop with the guessing 
games. Who is the lucky fella?” 
“Wendell . . .” 

“Wendell?! . . .” Cameron 
shouted. 

“Coming,” came the anxious 
reply. “You said to take five ...” 

“Three and a half is enough. 
We’re behind schedule and now 
Marge is behind the eight ball.” 

“I don’t understand,” Wendell 
said softly. His body leaned slightly 
as if he were crouching in mental 
retreat. 

Oh Wendell, speak up for once in 
your life, Marge thought 
disgustedly. I mean, you did ask me 
out and I accepted. Now the least 
you can do is to stand up for 
yourself. 

“Marge,” Cameron snorted. 
“You, Marge and dinner. But I 
won’t make your shooting session 
any harder. The hell I won’t. Now 
you get your backside into your 
outfit NOW!” Cameron roared. 

Wendell raced over to the bright 
studio lights and began to posture 
before the camera. Cameron 
glanced at his light meter, then 
focused the Hasselblad and danced 
before the bright stage, humming 
with the hissst-click of the winding 
mechanism. 
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He spread his cloak and smiled. 'T bid you welcome to our world.” 


Marge ran her hands through her 
blonde tresses. Dinner would be 
agonizingly long tonight, she knew, 
both for her and Cameron. 

A?!/' HERE ARE we going for 
dinner, Wendell?” 

“Huh?” he paused to glance her 
way before turning his gaze to the 
winding ribbon of concrete leading 
out of the city. 

“Dinner? Remember?” Marge 
fought hard to keep her self-control. 
Why was this man so impossible to 
know? His shyness, his bumbling 
speech and mannerisms, all began 
to wear on Marge’s nerves. 

“A friend of mine has a small 
house on the bay not five miles from 
here. I didn’t think you’d mind if we 
had dinner there.” 

“No, I don’t mind,” she said, 
knowing that she did mind very 
much. 

“Fine. I didn’t think you would. 
They’re cooking up something very 
special for us. I told them all about 
you.” 

Not that there’s too much to tell. 
Marge thought. She glanced out of 


the passenger window and watched 
the curve of the sandspit out on the 
bay. The moon, in its three-quarter 
phase, turned the flecks of water to 
dull silver. Her eyes focused briefly 
on tangled masses of driftwood 
clogging the shore. She shivered. 

“Tell me about your friends, 
Wendell.” 

His eyes brightened. “Oh, they’re 
old friends of the family. From the 
old country.” 

“I don’t understand, Wendell. I 
thought you were an American 
citizen.” 

“Oh, I am but mother and father 
from old country,” he said softly, 
his voice shifting into broken 
English. 

Ho ho. Marge thought. 

“Anyway, when these people 
heard I was in pictures, well almost 
in pictures, they insisted I come out 
to dinner. I thought you might like 
to meet them.” 

“I’m dying to,” Marge answered. 

“Better than I’d hoped.” 

“What? I’m sorry I didn’t catch 
that ...” 

“I said I’m glad you could come. 

(Continued from page 50) 



KEEP YOUR 
DAMN MONEY 


The Great American Giveaway 


Join the MONEYTREE Club. Get $500 or more In your 
pocket, plus hundreds of services and benefits before 
the first year Is out or It won’t cost you a cent! 


Y ou ire rich . . . fWntiMy. Do 
you realiK thit miUioiu of dolUn 
available each yeai lo unclailBod 
. . . ploa huiiiireda of benefiu and 
aolold aenieea that can make yoar 
life a firing, viaid dream! ^mer- 
teo'j Gmw Corporations . . . <A« VS. Govam- 
RUM . . . Trade Attociationt . . . Intprgnce 
CempanUt . . . Banks . . . Foundations . . . 
and many otheta offer theae free, oaclairaed 
hinetti For yean and yean a r^tively few 

K le hare bad a “eoraer'' on one of the meat 
itSTc thingi around. They've been quietly 
going akmg getting btindretb of theae goodiea 
while you were leu out in the cold. Well . . . 
you're not left alone any more. But bow can 
you, lilting in the comfort of your own home. 
Mart reaping thii bonanM of money, Miricea, 
and ben^ti? 

Simple. I inrite tou to join a handful of 
ha^-noaed, knowledgeabte expert! who have 
formed a group called the MONEYTREE 
Qub. Il'a purpoae? To aee to it that you Mop 
being robbed, double-talked, and hood-winked 
out of theae mnltitudei of benefit! which are ao 
ri^tfuffy youia. Don't believe all that malarky 
that laya you're doomed to "juit get by” the 
reM of your life. If you can't be a millionaire 
. . . bere'i bow to liveiike one. Everything you 
need to know u contained in our monthly 
aewaletter called MONEYTREE. With a mini- 
mum of fan-fare and hocuajtocua, Fd like to 
tell you exactly what MONfcYTREE doea for 
it'a member! : 

Give you sources of outright cash, grants, 
loans, scholarships, free financial odNce, assis- 
tance, attd a series of other money aids. 

Help you ge< titnpU, jet lopUaiicered, AeeftA 
secrets mJUca con odd iiuereatfng years to jour 
life. Fraetiad, u se ab le help for jour haalth, 
youth, and appearmee . . . ruthgd to you 
almost the moment the medic^ profession 
diseotrert it. 

Shatter ftdse myths md beliefs. Give you a 
dearer understanMng of tehads really going on 
in estr day-today life. Authoritative informa- 
tion to help you start a more enjoyable life 
today by using your own head — not bt bretJe- 
ing your back in letting some other guy 
tictimut and use lehat is yours for his own 
benejtL 

MONEYTREE ia oiw of the greateat bar- 
gain! that haa ever been offered to you or that 
will be offered to yon in yonr lifetime. Moat <d 
the windfall you'U be getting b free of any 
coat, and occaaionally we'll tell yon about a 
Tenable item coating a wnall lum ; or at leaal 
postage. You have no obligation to buy, try, 
or even accept anything. 

Don't mirandentand me. MONEYTREE ia 
not a aociety of philanthropiati. We believe 
that any peraon worth hia aalt will realiae that 
you must pay something to get aoraething of 
real value. But yon take no riik when you 
beceaae a member. Memberahip in the MON^- 
TREE Onb coata a few penniea a month . . . 
and you can try it at our riak. See for younelf. 

Perhapa the beat way to deacribe MONEY- 
TREE ia to lilt the kinda of offeii, lerricea, 
and benefit! it expoaea to yon: 


Saecka That An Mew Dalaa Wan (and wfU e 


■a and SM A Bat- 


Haw ta WtUa Tear Own ■ 
aar PbHuc Jah. 

Six 61a*la Hama Hapaira . . . jreo can maka in 
la mlButaal 

Haw «a Uaa Fittlilia. OecaU Fewata (or waalth 
and bappinaaa. 

WInddal] I Hondrada of eoeaaaaiaa offarfne valnabta 
fraa paodoeta and aamplai . . . aoziooa to taarn 
pobUe oplaloa. 

TUaUng In flaaltr Bow to hovo happr. wall- 
adjoatad, dtaetplisiri abfldron. 

Glaia Iota Caab i 11 aalabla p todoata you can euka 
trom old glaaa botUaa and jara. aU. 

CIviae the FM Inths An aoUoMl trick which 
eompaic otbaia to glva yen what you want. 

Faam Which Maha Tan Appear TauthM and Add 


Haw la Sava Dp ta (by fOrmiac a local buy- 
ine club). 

Blapla Aatra l agyi How to moki H work for yoo 

Flaiw Foaar Fnaa kandroda to tbouaanda oi dol- 
lar! availabU (rom a wide variety of Indlvlduala 
and firm# for Sndlne altaa, rani aatnta, erilactor 
itema. capital, ate. You cA la Ur. 

Haw ta gmrt A Tvndtw Stamp Bank ta Tear 
Tawn. 

Fraa Und tsem the DA. Cavaramawt. 

A Tatad. Pravan Mataad far SaBta* Tour Idaaa 

. . . taatl 

to call you at a frmettoa of U.8. prieaa. 
Baad-toolad Indian Tbone Baiviala — tt.M. Band- 
kaittad twacd woolen aulta for Ilf.M. Italian Kid 
Glovaa for M.0I • pair. Irlih Hand-Wovan Buea 
from tl.tt ■ . . ploa kundroda of similar buya. 
Btap Thrawtaf Away funk) .Ba^ .meath tiw 


o buy all k 


la and Indlvfdoala w 


:i Tbey-U abow yoo tax.loop- 
I. xlva you a atart, 
r aim and 


. yon gad amp ln yam . and m 
halpful aaaiatnaea. 

MnO-Bax Baaanaat A apaelal, (Ool.pt«of tachnlqua 
for cattlne onto tho inotllae Itet of buadroda of 
eompianlm miklBR all ktnda of oSara. 

Stop Baartacka . . . and arouaa leva In any panon. 
Bartata Imnd ta Anatralla. BraaH, and South Sana 
tor lam than II par aero. 

Tho Immorol So e iot of Fronk B. Tho aoppraaaod 
aoerat of how Fronk H. cot hundroda of doUora 
worth of opplioneaa. bouoow o rao. oulomottva prod- 
oeta. toria, radka. ate. froca rraady manofaeturara 
ia an immoral, but parfaelly lacal. way. 

Fatanna ta Taur FOadr Taarlaaaly aamm the bnnd 
11— rr among Amorleo'a loo ding aupormarket food 
pioducta which eealsta praaorvatlvaa. tasactleidaa. 
atimutOBta. and other potenoua oddtUvm. Stop 
eoaamitttag soldda at your friendly n alg hhorhood 
hopermarkoL 


already buy I 

Dm Mm Bady Mavamanta af Olhara to ravaal to 
yen ^ ataakad faaUaga of what they are really 
thinkJjw. 

Wark-ai-Hama Sarvlaat A mocb.naadad financial 
iMvItc ta every eoamuatty. Start thlc plan and 
have an and! am atmly of aacounta jaat walttag 
to pay to be your riiata. 

Baw to Batawa TauraaU Faravor (ram PmI 

What DFO*a Arc Datag ta TWa Country Todhy 
. . . end the clonk of latiau' earroandlng It 
A BMpful Orgaataoltau Which WO Imon Tou HM 

‘.Fro# . . . oven tf you don't have a job. 

b Bipejt an Now Ptacevary ad -Ago-Oalay- 

kvalapaat No aotd-paany 
ow yoo now a co r m of paiaona 
_ with tUa plan. 

Powor ta Mraol Worry and TanMan ta a Flaifc. 
Bow ta ^2^ Sacrota ad Great Han af HIcMry 

a Saocful Baattfcc Baw your kftebaa ^n 
the only phariaacy yoQll over need. 

lea rcmmia TnrMd SM tata . . . 



tnlm which wfll hMp 


— (they worki) 

day AvaHaklai it aompanlm 

a uuaUflad people la thair k 

I ante of Too? Ufot Whara to writs (or 

Drtvar'a T Irc^m, Birth Ccrilficatm, Cellago Dipl^ 
'* ' t CartUentm. La^ WQl Fotm. 

^ 12 

>. Togta, and 
Any Ftva-Ftaars Namhor hy Ansakcv 
— ou u your hood ta lo e o a da. 

Ltat of (1 Ftrma that Bv old hooka, aoim, ctnmpa. 
mamoraUUn, and Junh. 

' 0 Which Beta Fiavaat Wrlahlca and 


, Harrtag# 
woo CMdical 

Mas each. 

Imag-Ufo S ee r eta of tho 
Fa&o. 



ToarWotaC 
Udng Baroao... 

Stack Market 
Laora ta One Weak Baw ta Writa Simple Articlaa 



Bi nadt t tae i 
MU 


Uncle finm haa looaa „ 

yoo bow to gooUfy (or them. 

Bow to Bandia yaanalfi Whan iraoltad . . . Who 
arriving Iota . . . With poopla whom you've not au 
before . . . never appmrlng clnmey, awkward, o 
adf-eoBedous. 

Sacrota Contataad ta Tom 


Art and Magnidcoi 

of over 10 mltlloD plctoroa ... at low, low prieaa. 
Tta Cana tata Hauay i H prodoeta ai ' ' ' 
can aaaka from ordinary tin aana . 


'.“Sk: 


Carving Si 

. ...jt . . rii.i 
. Ill.fiO. 

.. , 1 How to win ton of tat ttata 

whan ptaylng with frtanda, nalghbaCB, and other 


hatawj^n 


Mantel Jndai In the 


t tba 


n the dally game 
atrangtha of you 


of Ufa a 


Tour Credit Bottagi Moncytroo ahowa you how to 
find out your anaet crodlt roUag for I£.U ... or 
laat ploa which oaeopetioan aotoumtieslly gat o 
high roIJra • • • and low rating. Sacrata of muld- 
riring your orodH power. 

Bvriting New OocnmaMaiy Bridmua ad Ufa-Aftar- 
OantalT 

CauMMai Wa senn and raport acoraa of Nottanal 
and Bagienel eontaata eScrug prlaaa totalUng mU- 
Ilona <A dollnia . . . with e x pe rt dpn on how to 
UoaUfir and wto. 


Car t l c mwi Ftatas far M.Mi Copy twe aoiaban 
your car and writs to tho agency wa taU yoo 
about to ^ yonr aata Ueenno ^otet tm aa Uttla 
aa M. 

Sawdaai DaOata . . . Sixty timpla plan! for reap- 
ing IWf from ordinary tawdaat Wcrii homa 
LMIla Btoch Back . . . Keep a Uat of your eestaela. 
Ba^s bow to atSte H to anrid both your Ufa 


Bnlay Bvary Sia«la HMaha Tan -Make and Frefit 


Tho Art of Dala« Torn 
dot 

Free Lagal Sarvtaaai . 


litllo kiv'iwB notional s> 


ou <ioo't have to "know aoDMne” 
— tbew mrvica and aidi are avai]- 
\ able lo you. During tbe r«mli<|t 

J ■ week! ahead the MONEYT^ 
will be bringiiig you io many 
giant list! of wond^ul gifts, «r- 
vicen, and thing! you can gM — that you need 
never be bored or uncertain about life ever 
again. Wbo'd think yon could ever sit at hone 
in yonr armchair, with a pad and pencil, and 
use them to sweep you into a dynamic, new 
way of life. 


rfiis page contaitu a shameless bribe. 

Yon aee, we are now accepting a specific 
number of Charter Members into the MONEY- 
TREE program. Memberahip in the MONEY- 
TREE Club coats $24 a J^r ■ • . but right new 
you may enroll for ONLY 110. Conrion.' We 
cannot guarantee this introductory membership 
o§er will ever be repeated. 


To give our members the monthly MONEY- 
TREE report at tbe loweM cost, it ia printed on 
plain white paper. That is the cheapest faM 
way to gel it to vou. Let your mailbox make 
money and reap benefiti (or you — while yoo 
sleep. There are thousindi of thinp you can 
purchase for IIO. But consider what MON^- 
lUEE offers jron for flO. 

If you’re a little akeptical, don’t be esobar- 
rassed. For a poftw stamp von can find ouL 
Don’t put this off. To join and get Marled, jwt 
get this coupon in the mail . . . todayll You 
obligate younelf to nothing except to try this 
amazing new aerviee. Then . . . and then only 
... if you decide your ten dollars baa been 
badly invtaied — TU return it to you with no 
hesitation. 


You lake no risk when you become a 
memberf! 



• tnenber of the MONEYTREE CInb g 
for one full year. Send my firM monthly 
newsletter by return mail so thas / can B 
start getting my windfall of oters, gifts, g 
sarviees arid cash benefits tight away. 

I ondentand that I am paying IcM than B 
HALF PRICE for this Krrice. My fiiH g 
year must pul 1500 or more in my 
pocket, plus hundreds of services and B 
b^U. ..or MONEYTREE taiUre/und ■ 
my membership fee in full at onea, ^ 

I Encloae $10 Q Che^ Q Csah ^ 
G Honex-Order ^ 





vBAS BMSEO 

from twe 



15 



Having power over death, I found it easy to murder and not fear the hangman^s noose. 


from Las Vega to Los Angeles had 
smashed into a cliff in the Rockies. I 
recalled the tortured scream of over- 
stressed metal as the airplane 
crumbled into a ball and tumbled 
down the sheer rock wall. When I 
came to, I was Victor Young’s 
prisoner. 

“That was some crash you had, 
young man,” Victor said. “I’m glad 
you survived.” 

“It’s good to be alive.” 

He smiled. “Actually a poor 
choice of words. You see, you are 
really dead.” 

“And this is some kind of dream 
and you’re a mad doctor,” I fumed. 
“Tell me another.” 

“I’ll do better than that. I shall 
prove it to you. Here.” 

He handed me a stethoscope and 
helped me slip the plugs into my 
ears. He pushed my tattered shirt 
aside and placed the metal 
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instrument against my chest. 

“It doesn’t feel cold?” 

“No.” 

“Do you hear anything?” 

“No, I don’t.” 

“Of course you wouldn’t. Dead 
men have no heartbeats.” 

“And you’ve got a bum 
instrument here,” I said, flinging 
the stethoscope to the floor. Victor 
caught it at the end of the bed and 
placed it against his chest. 

“Now listen.” 

I hear the thump-thump of his 
heart but I wasn’t convinced. He 
saw it in my eyes. 

“Come over to the mirror. That’s 
all right. You can walk.” 

I climbed out of bed and walked 
into the bath room. We stood face to 
face next to the full-length mirror 
behind the door. 

“Now,” Victor instructed, “we 
shall have a little contest. When I 


count to three, hold your breath. 
Let us see who will last longer.” 

It was no contest. Victor turned 
red and exhaled in one loud gasp. 
As he gulped air, I remained still. 
And then it hit me. I wasn’t 
breathing at all. The surprise 
showed on my startled face. 

“You don’t have to breathe. And 
nothing can hurt you. Look.” He 
slashed at my arm with the razor 
blade he had palmed from the sink’s 
rim. The sharp steel cut through my 
arm, but there was no pain, no 
blood and no mark. 

“Your skin is impervious to 
injury, just as you are. I could 
demonstrate by firing a gun into 
your chest from point-bla^ range, 
but that would do nothing more 
than make a loud noise. However, 
we are not finished. If you will just 
step this way.” 

(Continued on page 48) 
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J. HE DIVER’S leaded boots touched the bottom, sank into the mud. 
Then he saw them! Men in tattered uniforms, rows of them. They moved 
like soldiers, as though keeping step to some inaudible, ghostly music. ’ 
I had my audience, there was no question about it. They were listen- 
ing with fascination, if a certain amount of disbelief. It was an informal 
get-together at the skeptical Adventurer’s Club in Chicago. We were 
spinning yarns, swapping experiences — and because I’m a diver, they’d 
asked me for a diving story. I was happy to oblige. 

“The way I first heard of it, some Russian divers brought word of this 
strange terror. They were sitting around, the way we are now, talking 
of danger and death, but then one of the divers said he’d gone down in 
Odessa Harbor, seeking the body of a doctor, reportedly drowned. The 
other divers looked at him oddly, and asked if (Continued on page 20) 
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Many fathoms under the sea there 

exists a race of creatures who, 
no longer living, are not dead! 


he’d recovered the doctor’s body, if 
he’d had any success. 

“ ‘No,’ he said. ‘Those waters are 
accursed. Live men die there, and 
dead men . .’ he shrugged his 
shoulders eloquently, ‘come to life.’ 

“His friends stared at 
him — about the way you’re staring 
at me — some of them, unlike you, 
had heard of this before but some of 
them hadn’t, and tried to question 
the diver but he wouldn’t answer. 
He ordered another drink and 
shrugged off all questions. 

“I laughed at it when I heard it, 
for it sounded to me like another 
one of those stories that grows with 
repetition, until any resemblance to 
truth it might have once had got 
lost in the telling and retelling. He’d 
probably gone down and seen 
another group of divers, distorted 
and multiplied by the muddy water 
and his own imagination. That is, 1 
laughed until I mentioned it, some 
time later, to a Russian I happened 
to meet, a former Black Sea sailor. 
He didn’t laugh. 

‘^‘I’ve heard of them. I left the 
country a long time ago, but I’ve 
heard of them,’ he said. ‘They were 
not divers, as you think, you can be 
sure of that. They were drowned 
men in ragged clothes, with 
frightful faces. They lived down in 
the mud — no, don’t tell me it’s 
nonsense, I know.’ 

“ ‘Divers died after meeting the 
Marching Dead, died horribly, on 
land, and soon none would go 
down.’ ” 

“That seemed like a straight clue, 
so I pressed him for details, but he 
couldn’t give me any more 
information.” 

“Of course.” It was a mountain 
climber speaking. “You divers are 
always seeing things. A little queer 
in the head, if you ask me. But you 
must be to start with, to spend your 
time underwater.” 

“Wait,” I said. “It gets worse. 
The story interested me, so I began 
asking people, trying to pick up 
more information. One day, I found 
a Navy man who helped it along. 

“ ‘Odessa?’ ” Oh, yes, he knew 
of it. And about the Marching Dead 
who lived at the bottom of the 
harbor. He gave me some 
background. 

“When all Russia was in a state of 


terror, he said, and the Romanoffs 
had been slain in a cellar in 
Ekaterinburg, and the Kerensky 
Government was overthrown, 
madness had raged in Odessa, with 
rival parties and factions pillaging 
the city, killing one another and 
struggling for control, until the 
Bolsheviks took over the 
government and restored order of a 
sort. 

“After the Armistice, a British 
destroyer tore through the Black 
Sea and cast anchor in the deep 
clinging mud of Odessa Bay, 
preparatory to docking. The first 
effort to move the ship to its berth 
resulted in the loss of an anchor. So 
the destroyer dropped a diver over 
to locate the anchor. 

“Odessa Bay is not deep, but the 
bottom is very soft, and into the 
water for many years has been 
spewed the wastes of chemical, tin 
plate, and other factories. The diver 
stirred up masses of murky 
substances as he moved in his work. 

“Suddenly he felt, rather he saw, 
movement just beyond his range of 
vision. He advanced toward it 
deliberately and got the shock of his 
life. 

“There coming toward him in the 
murky depths of the Black Sea, was 
a company of marching men — dead 
men, marching as though to meet 
him. 


“Some wore tattered uniforms, 
some were in civilian clothes. They 
were moving slowly, as though they 
feared that if they moved quickly 
they would be carried upward, to 
the surface. 

“Many of them were bearded, but 
others showed faces cadaverously 
clean. And they were coming 
toward him, with arms 
outstretched! 

“On the destroyer’s deck, they 
felt the tug of the cables, and 
hoisted the diving officer aboard. 
He was senseless when the helmet 
was unscrewed. The doctors went to 
work on him, and when he came to, 
he told them what he had seen.” 

I stopped, because I had to. That 
was about all I knew, at the time. 

“You can believe me or not,” I 
said. “I do. During World War II, I 
was stationed for a while in the 
Mediterranean Theater. I got 
friendly with some British sailors, 
and visited aboard H.M.S. 
Whitehall, where I heard the same 
story. She was the destroyer that 
lost her anchor in Odessa Bay.” 

“Bah!” said my friend. “I 
thought you were a scientist, not a 
romancer. This is just a story, 
without proof.” 

“Yes,” I said. “But I like it and I 
believe it. I’ve run into it in too 
many places.” 

“You believe it because you want 
to believe it,” he said. 

We went on to talk of other 
things. I knew some of the 
Adventurers sided with my 
mountain climbing friend from the 
odd looks I received, and a few 
remarks thrown my way. 

(Continued on page 56) 
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The waves have covered them— yet they march to the bottom of the sea. 
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by MICHAEL PRAETORIUS 

TTURRY! Not a moment's to 
Xl be lost. We must rid the 
world of this foul being." 

"Have you the tinder, the 
sticks, the cords of wood?" 

"Yes, yes— and more besides. 
Quickly now. Half you men go to 
the other side of the house. Be- 
gin laying the tinder. We shall 
stay in front and see that this 
disgusting creature does not 
try to flee the flames." 

Inside the plain structure, a 
young man cowered in a cor- 
ner, his unearthly features 
contorted in fear. 

"Help me, O Father. Sal- 
vum fac popu/um tuum, 
D/abofe— save thy peo- 
ple, Satan. Preserve me 
so that I may survive 
to carry out your 
noble purpose on 
earth. Sxaudi ora- 
tion em meant— 



around. Smoke was pouring in 
through every fissure and crack of 
the room. 

“The end grows near, Father. 
Audite!” Coughing cut off his final 
prayer. Billowing smoke and bright, 
sparkling flames danced all about 
him. 

Staggering to his feet, he 
stumbled down into the cellar. He 
leaned his forehead against the cool, 
rough stones and groaned. Acrid 
fumes were filling his lungs; he 
could scarcely see; above him, he 
heard part of the flooring collapse 
and give way as the fire ate its way 
further and further into his house. 
The young man clawed at the stones 
until finger tips were bloodied. 

“Help me,” he sobbed quietly 
just as the rest of the ceiling fell in. 

“Thanks be to God!” The cry rose 
above the crackling inferno, echoed 
in the low-slung hills and 
rebounded off the mountains. 

“Are you sure he didn^t escape?” 
someone shouted. 

“Yes, nothing could survive that 
flaming holocaust. We have 
triumphed over evil. It is done!” 

Trees grew in wild 

profusion. Vines, shrubs, flowers 
covered every inch of exposed earth. 
A quiet stream gently rippled 
nearby. Its soothing melody and the 
singing of birds were the only 
sounds that ever cut the silence of a 
calm existence. Occasionally a deer 
came down from the high grounds 
to drink the crystal waters, then 
scampered away into the brush. 
Years merged into centuries as time 
seemed to have been banished from 
the face of the earth. But the beauty 



Ifs hard to imagine this gentle 
setting as the seat of Satanic 
power^but don’t be fooled by it 
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of this world does not last forever. 

The town, at first a tiny 
settlement five miles away, began 
to expand. It needed space, room, 
places for new houses and schools 
and businesses, until gradually the 
noise of the felling of trees was 
heard shattering off the face of 


Just a tiny drop of 
water separated our 
land from this Evil! 

time-worn cliffs. 

Men came into the 
valley — strange men who wore 
sweat-stained khaki clothing. They 
brought tools with them — saws that 
worked of themselves, powders 
compressed into sticks that could 
destroy even the mightiest of trees, 
vehicles that needed no horses to 
move them. 

The brush was cleared away, 
exposing the naked dirt for the first 
time in two hundred years . . . 

“Jim! Come here — on the 
double!” 

A young man dropped his T- 
square and walked rapidly in the 
direction where a knot of men was 
already assembling. 

“What’s up?” 

“Just take a look at this.” Bob 
Francis, the foreman, poked the dirt 
with his boot. 

“That’s strange,’’ Jim 
murmured, squatting to have a 
closer look. “Seems like there was 
some sort of fire or something — the 
earth’s scorched. Let’s get some 
shovels and see what’s going on.” 

Eager hands soon went to work on 
the mound of root-tangled dirt. 
Within half an hour what appeared 
to be a wall of stone was uncovered. 

“I believe a house stood here 
once,” Bob said. “And here’s what’s 
left of it — the basement and 
foundation.” 

“We can clear it out and use it to 
store our equipment,” one of the 
worker’s suggested. “It’ll offer more 
protection than the tarps will.” 

“Good idea,” agreed Jim. “Let’s 
get cracking.” 

But when they were alone, he 
mentioned to Bob, “You know, this 
is really strange. No one ever lived 
in these parts before — at least that’s 
what the bank told us.” 

“Yeah, it is pretty weird. Why 
don’t you ask Sue about it? You’ll 
be seeing her tonight, won’t you?” 

He was — and he did. Sue Charles 
was a “townie” and worked as a 
secretary in the bank owning the 


strip of land Jim and his crew were 
clearing. Jim had to see quite a lot 
of her during working hours and 
found himself wanting to be in her 
company after five, too. And she 
wasn’t opposed to the idea. 

“We made quite a discovery 
today, honey. Right smack in the 
middle of the woods, we found the 
ruins of an old house.” 

“Now isn’t that the oddest thing! 
I never knew anybody lived so near 
the hills. But couldn’t it be a 
hunter’s shelter or something?” 

“Nope, not a chance. When he 
finally cleared out the hole — it was 
filled, packed solid with branches 
and dirt — we measured it. The 
house must have been a fairly good- 
sized one — much too large for a hut 
or shed. And there were also several 
half-burned planks.” 

“Hmm — I wonder when it was 
built.” 

“I checked that out, too. From 
the kinds of stone and the type of 
mortar, my guess would be 
sometime before the beginning of 
the eighteenth century.” 

“I’ve got an idea — let’s ask Aunt 
Maud about it. She’s quite an 
expert on Shaftbury’s early 
history.” 

“Well, OK — but remember the 
movie starts at eight o’clock.” 

“Silly, don’t worry. She lives 
across the street, remember? And 
it’ll only take a second.” 

They left Sue’s house and 
stepped out on the porch. “Such a 
lovely night.” Sue sighed softly and 
hugged Jim’s arm. “And there’s a 
full moon, too.” 

“And there’s also a stupid old 
broad hanging out the window 
watching us. How are you, my 
dear!” he cheerfully called. 

“Jim! She’ll hear you. And Sarah 
Grubber’s not one to stand an 
insult.” 

“Sarah Grubber? Wow, right out 
of Dickens. She looks like her name, 
too. Oops, still staring. But I don’t 
care. I want everybody to know I’m 
in love with the most beautiful girl 
in the world.” 

“Thanks, sweets, but do try to 
hold off until later. Besides, we’re 
already at Auntie’s house.” She 
knocked on the door. 

They were ushered in by a sweet, 
kindly old woman. And later, when 
seated in a quaint front parlor, Jim 
asked her about the ruins. 

Maud’s brow clouded. “Yes, I 
know of it. But first I want to tell 
you something — both of you.” She 
paused to consider her next 
sentence. “Shaftbury is a nice town 
filled with fine, hard-working 
people. You know that, Sue. You’ve 
lived here all your life.” 



“But, Aunt Maud, what is it? I’ve 
never seen you so upset before.” Sue 
got up and sat beside the older 
woman. She held her hand. 

Maud smiled tightly, then 
continued. “The sins of the father 
will not be brought down upon the 
sons. Remember that.” She cleared 
her throat. “All right. In the 1690’s 
all of New England was beset by 
what the historians gleefully 
dismiss as the ^ Salem Madness.’ 
We’ve had a taste of it ourselves 
during the McCarthy era of the 
1950’s — but I won’t talk politics 
now. 

“Our Puritan ancestors hunted 
out and imprisoned hundreds of 
people accused of withcraft. Not 
many were executed — only about 
nineteen, I believe — but no one was 
safe from having that dread charge 
put against him. If a man’s cow died 
or his horse became lame, it was 
witchcraft at work; if he had a 
grudge against his neighbor, that 
man was in league with the Devil; if 
his child died, evil spirits had come 
with the express purpose of carrying 
the poor baby away. It all seems 
silly now, but back then it was 
deadly serious.” 

“But all this happened in Salem, 
Aunt. Not here.” 

Maud stared steadily at her 
niece. For a full minute, then: “Is 
that so?” In a quiet voice, “That 
burned-out cellar didn’t just grow 
there.” 

“You mean our ancestors 
murdered someone?” 

“Yes,” Aunt Maude sighed. “A 
poor, innocent young man whom 
nobody seemed to like. They 
trapped him and forced the youth to 
take refuge in his own house. The 
villagers burned it around his ears. 
Naturally he died — horribly, I 
imagine.” 

“But why, how could they do 
such a terrible thing?” Jim cut in. 

“An epidemic of smallpox 
combined with a serious drought — I 
don’t know. Pick any reason you 
like.” 

“And why were we never taught 
this in school?” 

“Because very few people know 
about it. Sue. Ten years after it 
happened, in the early part of the 
1700’s, even Cotton Mather himself, 
one of the three judges at the Salem 
trials recanted his decisions and on 
bended knees implored the 
forgiveness of God for his crimes 
against humanity, decency and 
compassion. You can imagine how 
our ancestors felt — torn with guilt. 
Originally the town was a great deal 
closer to those pitiful ruins, but 


(Continued on page 40) 
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Chemical weapons 
released in the 
desert gave these 
foul things life! 

by AVERY WEST 

M ike McGUIRE lay face 
down on the mesquite- 
dotted plain. He could hear 
the sounds of hushed whisper- 
ing off to his left. When a 
sand louse crawled into his ear, 
he bit his lip to keep from 
squirming. 

“Quiet, Harry!” A voice 
hissed. “If that thing hears us, 
we’re goners.” 

McGuire smiled bitterly. 
Didn’t the fool know that 
spiders couldn’t hear? You 
could be lying ten yards from 
one of the hairy beasts, shout- 
ing at the top of your lungs, 
and you’d be safe. You just 
had to remember not to move. 

“Come on,” a second man 
said. “The coast is clear. I’m 
not going to lie in that ditch 
forever.” 

McGuire turned his head 
slightly and watched in amaze- 


ment as the two men rose 
from the shelter of the culvert 
and began to run across the 
moon-drenched sand. He could 


He didn’t hear the approach 
of the spider, but the awesome 
black shape suddenly blanked 
a portion of the landscape. 
McGuire heard the first agoniz- 
ing scream and turned his head, 
realizing that the spider was 
concentrating on his prey. The 
giant insect was still too close 
for him to make it to the mine, 
so he watched in horror, un- 
able to turn his eyes from the 
grisly sight. 

Screams broke the stillness 


of the desert night as the taran- 
tula knelt gracefully and snap- 
ped up the first man in its 
needle-sharp mandibles. A 
short, gurgling grunt of sur- 
prise came from the man’s lips 
before he died. The second 


figure (Continued on page 28) 
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backed away, then turned and 
continued his dash for safety. 
Before he gained ten yards, a hairy 
leg lashed out and flung him to the 
hard-packed sand. McGuire could 
hear the snap of the man’s spine. 

“You damned fools,” McGuire 
muttered. Spider’s can’t hear, but 
your running footsteps felt like an 
express train to them. 

McGuire watched the spider 
drain the man’s body juices, then 
fling the shrunken corpse to the 
side. The black shape then seized 
the second corpse and slowly 
walked across the crest of a dune, 
pausing to survey its domain. 
Satisfied that no other “insects” 
were in the immediate area, the 
spider shuffled across the sand and 
out of sight. 

McGuire looked up and scanned 
the desert around hiin. He shifted 
his head slightly, being careful to 
lift it from the ground when he did 
so. Be careful, his mind told him. 
He rose slowly to his feet, then 
measured the distance to the mine 
entrance. The hole in the mountain 
was not more than five feet high by 
seven feet across, much too narrow 
for the gigantic insects running 
rampant near Cottonwood, Nevada. 

Before he could think about it, his 
legs flexed and he began running. 
He concentrated on the black hole 
in the mountainside; his lungs 
ached with the effort. C’mon 
McGuire, his mind screamed, run 
faster, faster faster. The mine 
entrance seemed to waiver and shift 
in the distance and he cursed 
himself for having overestimated 
the yardage to safety. 

“Hurry. Run faster.” 

He paused for a split-second. Was 
his mind calling to him in a 
woman’s voice? Impossible . . . 
and yet. Yes, there she was, in the 
cave mouth. A girl or a woman? 
McGuire strained his eyes in the 
darkness and increased his speed 
when he heard the girl scream. 

There is no doubt about it, he 
thought grimly. Something is 
behind me. 

He raced on, not daring to pause, 
lest a mis-step make him easy prey. 
Suddenly he was at the safety of the 
entrance and he flung his body 
sideways and slid under the 
overhanging rock lip. His chest 
collided with the girl and they 
tumbled in a heap seven feet from 
the outside. 

“A pleasure bumping into you,” 
McGuire quipped. The girl 
screamed again. Turning, McGuire 
saw a hairy leg inching into the 
small opening. He glanced about 
him wildly and grasped a cracked 
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stalagmite, wrenching it from the 
wall of the mine. Shielding the girl 
with his body, he turned to face the 
searching probe. 

“Come and get it, boy,” McGuire 
said. He stamped his foot and 
waited for the spider to trace the 
vibration. The leg swept toward 
him and he glimpsed the foot-long 
bristles and the sharp spines of the 
tarantula. He could imagine the 
chomping mandibles waiting for 
him outside should he become 
impaled on the spines. 


Tarantulas! And 
these disgusting 
monsters sought 
only human prey! 


A grim smile curled his lips as he 
slammed the stalagmite into the 
hairy mass. Silently it writhed, then 
broke loose. McGuire jabbed again, 
pinning the leg to the floor of the 
mine. .It wriggled, tugged, then tore 
loose, leaving a jagged rip in the 
spider’s leg. The insect withdrew, 
leaving a large stain of brownish- 
green body fluid. There was no 
sound. 

“It’s gone,” she said. 

“The hell it is. It’s waiting.” 

As if in answer, a soft hissing 
filled the night. McGuire glanced at 
the opening and saw shiny strands 
drifting across the opening. They 
glided length- and cross-wise, 
sealing them inside. McGuire felt 
the girl shivering next to him. He 
stepped closer to the cable-like 
material and grabbed the girl as she 
tried to touch it. 

X-FoN’TBE a fool,” he yelled. 
McGuire touched the cables with 
his weapon. It stuck fast and a 
black leg reached out and swiped 
the stalagmite from the web. 

“Well, that spider’s got a 
toothache for sure,” he said. “Now 
suppose we introduce ourselves. I’m 
Mike McGuire, formerly Trooper 
McGuire of the Nevada State 
Police.” 

“I’m Liz Miller. My 
father . . . my father . . .” She 
broke into sobs. 

“Take it easy. I know this is rough 
on you . . . Would you like a 
cigarette?” 

“No, thank you. My father owned 


Miller’s Emporium in town. He 
tried to get me away when these 
things came. He said we had better 
split up, that we’d have more of a 
chance that way. He told me that 
the mine would be safe. But Dad 
never got here.” 

“Do you know anything about 
these spiders?” 

“No, they came yesterday. Oh, it 
was awful.” 

McGuire nodded silently. If the 
town died the way the two men had, 
it must have been a sorry sight 
indeed. 

“Do you know anything about it, 
Mr. McGuire?” 

“Call me Mike and I’ll call you 
Liz. All I know is that yesterday I 
got a call on the horn, the radio, to 
shut off Highway 6. Other units 
were heading north to detour 
southbound traffic off 8A. There 
was an accident at the Tonopah 
Test Range making about fifty 
square miles, including 
Cottonwood, a restricted area.” 

“What sort of accident?” 

“I don’t know too much about it. 
When 6,000 sheep died at the 
Dugway Proving Grounds, security 
was tighter than a closed coffin. The 
Army likes it that way and the 
civilians in the Atomic Energy 
Commission follow suit. As near as I 
can make out, one of their bombs 
got away from them and began 
leaking radiation from an 
underground fault.” 

“Then this has happened 
before?” 

“It could be, we’ve closed the 
road before. But troopers usually 
comply and leave the questions to 
the big brass.” 

“What do we do now?” she asked. 

“Liz, that is an A-1 question. I 
suggest you get some rest. We can’t 
out through the front. I’d like to 
wait for daylight before I do any 
exploring.” 

“Day, night,” she sighed, “it’s all 
the same in a mine.” 

“Maybe. But I’m betting on an 
air tube or an escape shaft. We’d 
have a better time searching when 
the light comes through.” 

“If it does.” 

“It will. I know the salt floor isn’t 
too comfortable, but it’s a damned 
sight better than a web. No need to 
take watches,” McGuire said. 
“Nothing can get in here now, 
human or otherwise. 

The SUN’S RAYS, streaming 
through the silken bars of their 
prison, awakened the pair of 
fugitives. McGuire snapped into 
consciousness and glanced around. 



His day's experience had cautioned 
him against any sudden movement. 

“Wake up, Liz,” he whispered. 

“I’m awake. Who could sleep 
under the circumstances?” 

“I did, a little bit. Now let’s see if 
we can get out of here.” 

She followed McGuire as he 
stepped cautiously into the mine’s 
interior. He shuffled ahead slowly, 
feet searching for any blind drop 
that would plummet him to the 
bottom on a vertical shaft. 

“See anything?” 

“Yes. Up ahead. It’s some sort of 
opening. Come on.” 

The cavern grew lighter as they 
approached the fissure. By sliding 
edgewise, they could squeeze 
through. She followed him to the 
sand near the mountainside. 

“It looks clear,” she said. 

“And where do you plan on 
going?” 

“We can’t stay here forever, 
Mike.” 

“You’re right. Hold it a minute. 
No, better come back inside. I’m 
not going out there unarmed.” 

“Do you have a gun?” 

“No, I lost it on my way over here. 
Besides, you’d have to be a 
marksman to plant a slug in that 


thing’s eye. And its eye is at least 
forty feet off the ground.’.’ 

He walked away from the fissure 
and rummaged around the interior 
of the cave. McGuire pulled, an iron 
staff from a pile of tools. Three- 
fourths up the length of the 12-foot 
rod he tied on a fire ax. He hefted 
the weapon. It was sharp enough for 
a spear and, if he could slice the 
spiders legs with it, the contest 
might be equalized. 

“Can I help?” 

“Yeah, sure. This isn’t much, but 
it’s better than nothing. You know, 
Liz, I remember reading that our 
ancestors killed savage beasts with 
less than what we have here.” 

“What do you want me to do?” 

“Do we have an oxy-acetylene 
torch around here?” 

She looked around briefly then 
shook her head. 

“No loss, the thing would have 
been too unwieldly anyway. I never 
did like flame-throwers. We’re set. 
Let’s go.” 

He hitched a coil of rope over his 
left shoulder, grabbed his weapon in 
his right hand and led the girl back 
to the crack in the mine’s wall. 

“Where do we head?” 

“When in doubt, go west.” 


TThEY were six feet from the 
mine wall when McGuire froze. A 
shadow was moving across the ridge 
above them. He whirled and pushed 
her toward the slit in the rocks. 

“Run for the mine.” 

“But . . .” 

“Run, damn it, run” 

She stumbled toward the safety 
of the cavern and McGuire turned. 
He glanced up and shuddered. 
There was no way out. 

Poised twenty feet above him, a 
victim grasped firmly in its pincers, 
stood McGuire’s enemy. Sensing a 
new meal, the shiny black jaws 
opened and the dried remains 
dropped at McGuire’s feet. He 
glanced at the corpse and gagged. 
Vacant eyes stared sightlessly from 
a shrunken face. The skin was 
wrinkled and parched as if 
mummified. The state trooper 
grimaced, forcing the bile back 
down his throat. The body was that 
of a child. 

He back-pedaled across the sand, 
fighting to keep his balance. The 
giant tarantula jumped from the 
rocks and landed gracefully. It 
regarded its prey with caution. 

(Continued on page 54) 
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by CHARLES THOMPSON (Editor’s Note: The following story was smuggled out of 
the archives of the World Archeological Society. Upon receiving the aged, 
typed manuscript, we assigned Charles Thompson to discover the truth 
behind the story. Shortly after inquiring about the manuscript (the Society 
denied its existence), our offices were ransacked and the manuscript was 
stolen. Luckily, our writer had made a copy of the material and he pieced 
together a story of pure horror.) 


ffl^ORLD’S MOST TERRIBLE coffee, don’t you agree?” Haskins said. He 
^ pushed his pith helmet to the back of his head and scratched the sand 
under his inflamed eyes. "Blasted sand gets into everything.” 

30 



The High Priest Mentemhet was a prophet 
in the Theban cult; was buried secretly. 


This interior shot of the tomb was taken by 
Haskins just before he was mysteriously slain. 

Mere human death was not strong 
enough to destroy his evil genius 
—neither could three thousand 
years hope to erase the dread, 
cruel command of Mentemhet! 


"And there’s not one bloody thing, not one artifact, to show for our efforts 
here.” 

"Hey now, young man,” Haskins said. "Let’s not hear any defeatist talk. 
After all, we’ve not been here that long.” 

Dave Logan spooned a dead fly out of his coffee. He glanced around the 
small circle of tables set in the cool shade of the mud cafe. His eyes swept 
over Haskins’ daughter, and Dave smiled, if she could stand the grit and 
grime and everything tasting of sand, then he could. 

"Father is right, David. We’ve really only just started our search . . .” 

"For what? Something that might not exist? I know,” he said, waving his 
hand over her protest. "The scrolls do say that rcominued on no.. 




Mentemhet was buried in the 
Valley of the Kings. But look,” he 
continued, “over 60 Egyptian 
Pharoahs were buried here. The 
Society has accounted for almost all 
of these. Besides, most authorities 
feel that Mentemhet was a legend. I 
don’t see why his tomb is so 
important.” 

‘‘People have been searching for 
Mentemhet for centuries. He was 
the most powerful man during King 
Tut-Ankh-Amen’s reign. And his 
grave holds the secret, the key if you 
will, to many undecipherable 
scrolls. We must find his final 
resting place.” 

‘‘I’ll go along with you, Professor. 
But let me tell you that this sand 
feels like a second skin.” 

Professor Haskins ordered 
another round of coffee and the 
three archeologists stared at the 
dusty streets of Luxor, Egypt. Even 
now, some twenty years after its 
invention, the car was an unheard- 
of luxury. Egyptian towns in 1922 
were interested only in the 
rudiments of survival. 

‘‘Pardon me, if you please,” a 
reedy voice intoned. 

The three turned as one to stare 
into the somber eyes of a wrinkled, 
sun-ravaged face. The old Egyptian 
was clad only in a dusty cape and 
fraying sandals. But his eyes glowed 
like fiery coals. 

‘‘Yes? What is it?” 

‘‘Are you the American, Mr. 
Haskins?” 

“That’s right. And who might you 
be?” 

“Ah, sir, that is of no 
importance.” The old man smiled, 
revealing a set of chipped, yellowed 
teeth. “But I have heard of your 
interest in the legend of 
Mentemhet. I have some 
information which you might find 
worth your while.” 

“How much?” Dave asked 
disgustedly. 

“Oh no, sir, not money, if you 
please. I am a poor man, true, but 
proud. No, I seek not after riches. I 
would only like to help you.” 

“And probably call down your 
hordes to massacre us when we find 
the treasure. No, thank you.” 

“Wait.” Jennifer laid her hand on 
Dave’s forearm. “Hear the man 
out.” 

“Not far from here,” the old man 
continued, “lies the ruins of a small 
temple dedicated to Osiris. It is 
from there, three kilometers, to the 
resting place of the man you seek, 
Mentemhet. If you release a sand 
asp after touching its head to the 
head of Osiris, he will crawl off in 
the direction of the tomb you seek. I 
32 



Dr. M. Zacharia Ghoneim examines a well-preserved mummy from 
the house of Mentemhet— luckily this fellow carried no curse at all. 


ask nothing. The information is 
yours to do with as you wish.” 

The old man bowed, stepped 
through the beaded curtain and 
walked rapidly from the cafe. 

“I don’t like it, Professor. It 
smells. In fact, it stinks. If that man 
knew of such a method, then why 
didn’t he locate the riches himself^ 
We’ll wind up doing the digging and 
our reward will be a dirk between 
the ribs.” 

“But he doesn’t look like a bandit 
chieftain,” Jennifer said. 

“I agree,” the professor said, 
throwing a handful of copper coins 
onto the battered table. “We can re- 
load the supply wagon and be off to 
the altar before noon.” He paused 
and looked into Dave’s sweat- 
streaked face. “Are you coming?” 

“Only to make sure Jennifer isn’t 
carried away by some desert shiek, 
and just to keep you out of trouble. 
Professor.” 


i HERE SITS the temple,” 
Dave shouted. He turned the 
creaking truck to a small stone hill 
surrounded by sand dunes. “Have 
you got the snake?” 

“Right here,” Haskins said, 
rattling the wire-mesh cage. “Nasty 
looking fellow, this one is.” 

“Well, that’s not the only thing 
bad about him. Just one of his fangs 
produces enough venom to wipe out 
an army. Careful when you hand it 
to me,” Dave said. “Now let’s see if 
this fellow is worth anything.” 

The trio trudged over to the small 
temple as Haskins waved his arm at 
the line of camels following their 
tracks. The animals knelt in the 
sand and their riders dismounted. 

Dave gingerly grasped the sand 
asp behind its triangular head and 
walked through the rubble to the 
cracked idol Osiris. The snake 
wiggled and curled its tail around 
Dave’s forearm. It stiffened as he 
reached the idol, apparently trying 
to avoid any contact. When he had 
pressed its scaly head against the 
stone figure, the snake stiffened. 

He retraced his steps, paused in 
front of the truck and dropped the 
snake to the sand. The asp crawled 
through their tire tracks, then 
angled left, shuddered and died. 

“To the left, then,” Haskins 
chortled. 

“Right,” Dave echoed. “Let’s 
mount the boys up and mark off 
those three kilometers.” 

“Father, look.” 

The men followed Jennifer’s 
outstretched arm. The camels had 
turned and were retracing their 
steps back to the village. 


“What the devil ...” Haskins 
sputtered. He ran through the 
shifting sand to where their 
supplies, and three men, lay in 
various stages of disarray. One of 
the men struggled to his feet and 
rubbed his bruised forehead. 

“Many apologies, master. But the 
men ...” He gestured to the line 
of retreating animals, “the men fear 
the wrath of Osiris. They say he 
killed the snake for showing you and 
that you will also die if you try to 
uncover the tomb of Mentemhet.” 

“There is no curse connected with 
Mentemhet. We do not know if he 
even existed ...” 

“But the men say . . .” 

“I don’t care what the men say. 
All right, Hemren. Gather up your 
friends and load the supplies in the 
truck. Now don’t tell me you’re 
afraid also.” 

“Oh, no, master. I do not believe 
in this business. We shall do as you 
say. 

The three Egyptians loaded the 
crates into the back of the Rover 
and Dave started the engine. 

“The man said three kilometers. 
“That’s a little over one and a half 
miles.” 

The truck lurched over the sand 
dunes and the archeologists found 
themselves in a box canyon, 
surrounded by high, jagged rock 
walls. Dave glanced around and 
brought the vehicle to a halt. 

“This is as far as we go.” 

“I don’t recall seeing this on our 
map,” Haskins mused. “But then 
this relatively virgin territory. Let’s 
have a look see, shall we.” 

They piled out of the truck and 
glanced around. One of the 
Egyptians knelt and let out a hoarse 
cry. The rock floor had shifted, 
revealing a long shaft which 
disappeared into inky blackness. 
The Egyptian rose to his feet, terror 
flashing from his eyes. 

“That looks like the entrance. 
Who’s game for a little exploring?” 

“Not just yet, Dave. Let’s camp 
first and then we can make plans.” 

“What happened to all your 
enthusiasm, Professor? This is what 
we came for.” 

“I just don’t like the way we were 
led here, Dave. Let’s unload first. 
There’s enough light for our search 
after we get organized.” 

The archeologists and 

the Egyptians descended into the 
Stygian darkness of the 
passageway. The walls were 
festooned with ancient murals half- 
covered with dust and sand. 
Jennifer buttoned up her blouse and 


walked closer to Dave. She tensed 
as a blood-curdling scream broke 
their hushed passage. They raced 
back to the entrance and saw one of 
their helpers skewered on a spear 
extending from the wall. 

“Good Lord!’’ Haskins 
whispered. He watched helplessly 
as the man danced painfully on the 
bloody shaft. The man jerked 
convulsively and lay still. As if 
sensing the death of its prey, the 
spear slipped back into the wall and 
the corpse fell in a tangled, dripping 
heap. 

“Can’t we do something?” 
Jennifer whispered. 

“The man’s dead,” Dave said 
sternly, rising to his feet. “The 
spear got him just under the heart.” 
He wiped his hands on the rock 
wall. “It was fairly quick.” 

“But not quick enough, poor 
devil,” Haskins said. He was 
interrupted as a slab of rock 
slammed shut, barring their exit. 
Jennifer screamed. 

“Lights!” Dave yelled. Three 
flashlight beams broke the 
darkness. 

“Now what?” Haskins asked. 
“We can’t get out. The damned 
rock.” 

“Let’s look up ahead. Maybe 
there’s another way out. Come here, 
Hemren.” 

The Egyptian guide walked 
slowly, fearfully, into the center of 
the tunnel. 

“Tell your men we must stay 
together at all costs. Tell them that 
if we get separated, it may cost 
them their lives. Go on, translate.” 

While Hemren babbled rapidly, 
Dave ran his hand over the tunnel 
wall. His hand hit an outcropping 
and the floor shook as the rock 
formation began to shift. The group 
found themselves facing 
Mentemhet’s burial chamber. 

“Who’s first?” 

“Hold it, Dave. This looks too 
easy. I don’t like it.” 

One of Hemren’s men, eyes 
bulging at the sight of piles of 
•precious stones, walked through the 
entrance to the cavern. He peered 
around the corners of the entrance 
then, satisfied that no terrors lay in 
wait, proceeded to the lone, stone 
sarocophagus in the corner of the 
tomb. He turned to beckon the 
others forward when a loud, 
moaning sigh echoed through the 
underground passage. 

“Don’t go in there, anyone,” 
Haskings whispered. “Hemren, 
translate.” 

The sighing became a shriek, and 
it seemed that all the tortured souls 
(Continued on page 46) 


TELL US 
ABOUT IT 


(Below is printedanunedited letter 
from one of our readers. As you 
well know, it is our habit to pick 
an especially fascinating letter and 
highlight it in its owncolumn. Then, 
if it looks extremely promising, we 
send a photographer to the scene 
to try to get a shot of what’s going 
on. And so it was with Mr. Craw- 
ford's letter. Dan Robbins, the staff 
photographer who was assigned to 
cover the story, brought back a chil- 
ling tale of horror. Imagine his 
shock and stark terror when what 
Mr. Crawford had described, actu- 
ally happened to Dan. This is a 
real ghoul tale for you. And all 
the more terrifying because it ac- 
tually happened! The Editor) 

ear Sir: 

I don’t mean to be rude or 
anything, but i think your maga- 
zine is fuii of baloney. Ghosts, 
vampires and werewolves— they're 
all just stories. I admit that in 
spite of myself, I got rather in- 
volved in the tales, but I could 
separate reality from make-be- 
lieve. Not like some people I know. 

But this isn't taking me any 
closer to what I want to tell you. 
I’m not even sure I can put it into 
words that will make any sort of 
sense, but here goes. 

I am a music student at a small 
college located in the northwest 
of our nation. It is a tiny school- 
something like 250 students— and 
very much cut off from the rest 
of the world. Since it is such a 
small place, it doesn't have much 
of a music department. In fact, I 
have to go into town to practice 
on the local church's organ be- 
cause our school doesn’t have one. 

Let me also say that I don't take 
drugs, don’t drink and never in 
my life have seen strange visions 
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or hallucinations or whatever you 
want to call them. I'm a very 
sober, down-to-earth sort of per- 
son with no hangups (that I know 
of) and of course with absolutely 
no interest whatsoever in the su- 
pernatural. 

So there I was at about six 
o'clock in the evening. I had just 
finished practicing four hours. The 
piece I was playing was the fugue 
on the name of BACH by Lizt, a 
very beautiful but extremely diffi- 
cult thing for the organ. And I 
was having trouble with it — I 
couldn't follow the time meter for 
the life of me. I was pretty dis- 
gusted as I walked down the stairs 
and up the aisle. Just as I was 
about to put the key in the lock, 

I thought I heard something. 

I turned quickly around, but 
nothing unusual was in sight. I 
leaned over to insert the key— 
and I heard it again. This time I 
waited without moving at all. 

And then I really heard it— it 
was the organ! Very softly, much 
too soft for it to be played at all. 
And yet I was listening to it. Lizt's 
Fugue— only played correctly! The 
subject, statement, countersubject 
—it was perfect, but so soft I 
could scarcely hear it. 

I got out of that church fast, be- 
lieve me. And almost ran all the 
way back to campus. But I didn't 
tell anyone about it because I got 
to thinking. I'd been practicing 
for a long time and was dead 
tired. I was positive I had just 
imagined the whole thing. And 
this was further strengthened when 
the next day a friend of mine and 
I went to the church again and 
tried to make the organ play as 
softly as I thought I had heard it. 
We couldn’t do it. 

About a week later, I was again 


up in the loft. This time I was 
playing an adagio for organ by 
Albinoni, another difficult piece. 
And I was doing a pretty good job 
of it, if I do say so myself. 

It came time to leave and at 
the door I again thought I heard 
the organ playing Albinoni— only 
far better than I could have ever 
hoped to play it. I admit I was 
scared, but I forced myself to 
stick around and listen. It was so 
quiet that whole passages didn't 
reach my ears. This is what made 
me begin to think that perhaps I 
wasn’t imagining it. All of us, if 
we try hard enough, can “hear” 
music in our minds — but not 
snatches of it. 

Then I began hearing another 
piece— something I wasn’t familiar 
with. It was incredible, beautiful, 
moving. 

I ran back to campus, scared 
stiff. I still couldn't bring myself 
to tell anyone (except that one 
friend of mine and he promised 
to keep it quiet). 

I went to the minister of that 
church the following day. Instead 
of laughing to me, he was very 
serious. 

About fifty years ago, the church 
had a musical genius for its organ- 
ist— one of those who never had 
a lesson in their lives, it just came 
naturally. Anyway, this fellow was 
in love with a girl, who was also 
beloved by another man. 

One night this rival sneaked up 
to the loftand stabbed the organist, 
who was killed Instantly. The mur- 
derer was tried and found guilty 
and sentenced to death. 

The minister said that he too 
had heard the ghostly music, but 
when I played both pieces I had 
heard, he said they weren't the 
same ones. In other words, it 
seemed as if the ghost were try- 
ing to help me! 

So back we went and with the 
minister’s help, I tried to contact 
the ghost. No luck. Then f played 
something and made a lot of mis- 
takes on purpose— and stood by 
the doorway. The organ remained 
silent. 

Nearly a month went by before 
I heard it again. And I figured out 
what to do: I had to be alone in 
the church and really stumped on 
a musical problem before the or- 
gan would start— and only during 


the twilight hours. 

I know this must sound crazy— 
but what am I going to do? I'm 
petrified each time the organ plays, 
but I have to use it, and only 
during those hours. (Now I realize 
how easy it was for me to be put 
on the schedule.) And I know 


whatever is causing the organ to 
play is doing it because it loves 
music so much. Let's say it is a 
ghost. Have I the right to drive it 
out? After all, it was there long 
before I was. And I would hate to 
deprive it of its love of music. 

Do you think people can get 


used to the supernatural? The 
more I write this, the more I 
realize that maybe I'm not such 
a doubter after all. 

Maybe your magazine is true. 

Sincerely, 

A. D. Crawford 

THE END 



Immediately after this pic was snapped by photographer Dan Robbins, the organ began to peal a Bach 
chorale. The sound was extremely soft, but it was audible— further proof of unseen hands at work. 35 


NOTES 
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Dear Sir: 

You can tell Mr. Harry Haller 
that his wife will have to suffer 
until the next full moon. Although 
his precious Betty did apologize 
after running her shopping cart 
over my foot, I made sure she 
suffered for her carelessness. 

Tm sick and tired of people 
moving about in such haste 
without any consideration for 
older people. We’re human, too. 
Next time she’s in a supermarket, 
I’m sure she’ll think twice about 
trying to rush up and down the 
aisles as if the very Devil were on 
her trail. 

So Mrs. Haller will have to 
suffer and limp for at least three 
weeks. All the special doctors in 
the world will do her no good. I’ll 
be watching her very carefully 
when this curse wears off and if she 
gives me any more trouble, she’ll 
have twice the pain and four times 
the agony. Glinka Schmartmeedie 

Dear Sir: 

I need help and your magazine is 
the only place I can turn to. 
Nobody else can do anything, it 
seems. I’m even afraid to go 
outside. 

Three weeks ago, I noticed that 
something was following me. 
Whenever I turned around, this 
thing would be there. It is black 
and shapeless. It looks like a thick 
cloud and it always stays twenty- 
five feet from me. No one else can 
see it, but I know it’s there because 
it keeps calling my name. 

If anyone can help me, please 
write about removing specters. I’m 
frightened because I don’t know 
what it will do next. Kenny Kimmel 
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(Editor*s Note: 

If any of our readers have 
information on how to avoid 
specters, send the information to 
Mr. Kenny Kimmel in care of this 
magazine.) 

Dear Sir: 

I read your last magazine and, 
frankly, I think your stories are a 
lot of bunk. Anyone who really 
believes in this stuff should have 
his head examined. And all your 
stories are so general when they’re 
not downright disgusting. 

Who writes your sickie stories, 
anyway? Billy Finnegan 

Dear Sir: 

I read George Venner’s witch 
story in your June issue and I 
thought he was putting me on 
until I had a similar experience. 

I was hitch-hiking across the 
country when I met this chick in 
Kansas City. While she was giving 
me a lift, she mentioned that she 
would be attending a Black Mass 
that night. She told me she didn’t 
usually extend an invitation to 
strangers, but she liked me and 
would make an exception. 

She met me later that night on a 
street corner near a cement mill 
and I had to wear a cloth over my 
eyes while she drove us to an old 
building. 

In the loft there were about 
twenty people. The room was lit 
only by ghostly red fires and the 
incense was so strong you could 
almost taste it. 

Well, things started to get pretty 
hot there and I got plenty scared. I 
ran past the guard at the door, 
raced down the steps and out into 
the street. Thankfully, I was near a 


residential area not far from a 
main thoroughfare. 

I caught a cab, stopped off at my 
motel and checked out of Kansas 
fast. When I got to Colorado, I 
noticed there was a note at the 
bottom of my duffel bag. It read: 

You can't get away from us, 
Martin. We have something of 
yours. When we want your soul, 
we shall summon you to us and 
you will come. 

The note was written in blood. 
And I’ve been looking over my 
shoulder ever since.Martin Gorden 

Dear Sir: 

I recently moved into an old 
house in Pennsylvania. It is a 
reconverted mansion. Things were 
quiet for about a month but then 
my husband and I began to notice 
strange noises. 

The sounds increased in 
inte^isity for one week, reaching an 
ear-splitting level. County officials 
and historians heard these sounds. 
Sleep was impossible, of course, 
and my husband and I made plans 
to move out. 

Then the noises stopped! 

We thought that perhaps the 
house had settled so we unpacked 
our belongings and continued our 
day to day routine. 

The noises began again and this 
time we saw luminous figures 
racing through the upper 
corridors. 

We are at our wits’ end right 
now and we thought Gabriel 
Varney could help us out with this. 
Could you forward our letter to 
him and say that he’s welcome 
anytime he comes to call? 

Mrs. Lyle Higgins 
(Consider it done. The Assistant 
Ed.) 

The editors of Horror Stories are 
happy to print your comments and 
any replies that you, our readers, 
wish to send in to us. Address all 
mail to: 

The Editor 
HORROR STORIES 
Stanley Publications, Inc. 

Suite 2102 

261 Fifth Avenue 

New York, New York 10016 


ADVENTURES IN 




A SILENT, hovering specter can 
. fill us with awe and terror of 
the Unknown; a spirit at a seance 
will give us vital information 
about the world beyond the 
grave; a poltergeist will break all 
our dishes against the wall. Ob- 
viously something is out of place! 
The impish, playful poltergeist 
just doesn't seem to belong with 
his more serious brothers. But 
the truth of the matter is this 
childish apparition is more 
spiteful, more dangerous, more 
destructive than either the spirit 
or the ghost. He has also been 
with us for a much longer period 
of time — and yet hardly anything 
is known about this particular 
psychic phenomenon. 

Poltergeist is the name given to 
any supposed supernatural 
cause that involves the outbreak 
of rappings, inexplicable noises, 
and similar disturbances. The 
actual word comes from the Ger- 
man potter and geist (literally, a 
"rattling ghost") and at the same 
time sums up the character of this 
apparition— childish, capable of 
performing purposeless tricks. 


openly mischievous, having a 
destructive tendency and a mean 
disposition to boot. He's an old 
pain in the neck, hanging around 
since time first began. And this 
fellow is unique in that he ex- 
hibits the very same characteris- 
tics in savage and civilized socie- 
ties alike. The earliest written 
record of his activities dates from 
856 B.C., but you can be sure that 
he plagued even the cavemen 
with his obnoxious pranks. 

Poltergeist disturbances are al- 
ways particularly active in the 
neighborhood of one person, 
generally a child or young woman, 
and preferably an epileptic or 
hysterical person. According to 
many spiritualists, this chosen 
subject is a natural medium 
through whom the spirits desire 
to communicate to the world of 
the living. In earlier times, these 
unfortunates were believed to be 
witches or at least victims of 
black magic. It is for this reason 
that poltergeist are represented 
as a development from witch- 
craft and the direct forerunner of 
modern spiritualism, and in fact, 
a kind of "missing link" between 
the two. 

L iterally, there have been 
thousands of cases involving 
poltergeists, but certainly one of 
the most famous (and the most 
mysterious) is that of the Joller 
family in Switzerland. Mr. Joller 
was a prominent lawyer of ex- 
cellent character. In 1860-62, 
serious psychic disturbances 
broke out in Stans, his ancestral 
home. Loud knocks were first 


heard by a servant, who also 
claimed she was haunted by a 
strar«ge gray shape and the 
sounds of sobbing. She was dis- 
missed in 1861 and another girl 
was hired. For a time there was 
peace in the house — until the 
summer of 1862 when the noises 
began again. Mrs. Joller and the 
seven children saw and heard 
many terrifying sights and sounds, 
but Joller alone remained a skep- 
tic. Eventually, however, even he 
was convinced that no trick or 
over-active imagination was at 
work the night all of his children 
were violently shaken out of their 
beds. The manifestations became 
more and more outrageous and 
continued in full view of the thou- 
sands of curious people who 
flocked to see the spectacle. The 
police were called in. Under the 
Superintendent's orders, every- 
one was ordered out of the house. 
For six days it was under close 
observation and nothing extra- 
ordinary was experienced. But 
when the Joller family returned, 
the disturbances became so 
vicious that they were forced to 
leave Stans. 

Here, as in most instances, 
there are children closely tied in 
with the manifestations, and for 
this reason, many authorities be- 
lieve these visitations are the 
work of "naughty little girls" at 
play. There is much to be said for 
this theory. If a medium under a 
trance at a spiritualistic seance is 
frequently capable of producing 
great literary, musical and artis- 
tic compositions, why does the 
poltergeist bother with childish 
pranks? The answer in many 
cases is that the "spirits" are 
indeed perfectly human children. 

But this perfectly valid argu- 
ment does not hold true In the 
Joller case. Children could never 
have produced the manifestations 
that were seen in full view by 
hundreds of spectators. And they 
(Continued on page 3S) 
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had no knowledge of previous 
instances which produced the 
very same phenomenon of polter- 
geists in every time and place. 
Above all, the evidence of many 
onlookers was that the most 
violent disturbances were seen 
when the whole family were as- 
sembled outside the house and 
couldn't have made the opening 
of all windows, doors, cupboards 
and drawers, the materialization 
of that "thin gray doud," the 
noises and the apparitions that 
made hoadlines the whole world 
over. 

More than a hundred years 
after the Jollers' experiences at 
Stans, we are as much in the dark 
as ever. Noisy rappings, furniture 
flying through space, heavy plates 
smashing against a wall — these 
still cannot be explained. Playful 
children or destructive ghosts 
from another level of existence — 
you be the judge. 

And again I plead with you — if 
any of my readers know of an ex- 
perience or an instance where 
poltergeists are at work, I beg 
him to write, me in care of this 
magazine. There is so much to 
learn and we know so very little — 
of a world beyond our senses. 
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wide membership. Confidential, Reliable. 
Write for sealed information, sent free. 
PEARL J. SMITH 

Box 2732-X Kansas City, Mo. 64142 

ARE YOU LONELY? 

100 Free Photos, genteel ladies or gentlemen. 
Let us help you find new friends. Catholic, 
Jewish, or Protestant. (Ladies under 36 
free). U.S., Canada only information free. 

ROYAL 

Bex 1409- F Akron, Ohio 44309, U.S.A. 

ORIENTAL GIRLS 

Btautiful, lovely, faithful. Over UOO nice 
girls & ladies waiting. All ages. They want 
friends, romance, marriage. We have a girl 
for you. Photos, descriptions, names, details. 
application, guarantee only $1.00. 

Westtrn, POB 1S1-A 
Gardgn Grove, Calif. 93642 


GET GIRLS FAST! 


ACTION — LIST! Up to 100 
Lonely Women — Names, Addresses, Ages, 
Etc. $1.00 — NOTHING ELSE TO PAY. 
No Gimmicks — * List Sent Same Day Or- 
der Received. Gats Listed Free — Send 
Photo. List revised constantly. Men Get 
In On The Action^Now! Send $1. To: 
ACTION, P.O. Box 846-DC-1 

Terre Haute, Ind. 47808 


SWEDISH GIRLS 

Hundreds of beautiful and attractive young 
Swedish girls and ladies would like to cor- 
respond with you. Just send us your name 
and address and receive “free” information 
in plain, sealed envelope, by airmail. Rovema 
International, Dept. 1 , Box 42066, S-126 12, 
Stockholm, Sweden. 


Men! Men! Men! 

We don't care about your age. Just 
tell us kind of woman you wish to 
meet. Our women are screaming to 
meet you. 

MARRY RICH! 

In about five days after we receive 
your application you'll start receiv- 
ing letters. 


Name 

Do Not Send Money 


Address _ 



City 



State 

71p 






Write us a letter telling us about 
yourself. Also send in above appli- 
cation. This offer will not be re- 
peated if we can get enough men for 
our women. 

Remember our slogan: "No man 
is any good without a woman." 

Girls! Send us a snapshot. 

HELP COMPANY CLUB 
4554 Broadway Chicago, III. 60640 


NEW LIST! 

200 names, addresses, descriptions, either sex, 
only $1 — includes membership — your name 
listed if desired. Send this ad and receive 50 
extra names. Lists sent in plain sealed envelope. 

California Club 

Box 314 Long Beach, Calif. 90801 


The Bachelor's Delight!! 

An UNUSUAL Catalog offering the Greatest 
Collection of Lists ond Publlcotions. Crant- 
med with pages 8i poges of interesting offers 
& photos. A Source-Book of OVER 4J)00 
GIRLS Photos ond OVER 11,000 GIRLS Rer- 
sonal Ads! Girls seeking Friendship, Ro- 
mance, Excitement. ONLY— $2.00 Complete 
and Postpaid. Stofe-Wlde Service, P. O. Bex 
1064 Chicago, Illinois 46690. 




Quit Dreaming, cmd Get on the Beam! 

People who get things done are people who get out and do things. 
Better step on it — the sands of life are running through the hands of time. 

BE LONELY NO MORE! OPEN DESTINY'S DOOR! 

$3.00 brings CUPID’S DEiSTINY, World’s Greatest Social Publication, including 
coast-to-coast and international listings with names and addresses, men or wom- 
en. Captivating descriptions; sparkling pictures; widows, widowers, bachelors, 
beautitul girls desiring early marriage. Includes also the addresses of correspon- 
dence clubs in U.S.A., Canada and oth- 


er countries. (Year, quarterly $8.00). 
'There is always a chance that in the 
current issue you may find the one 
you’ve been looking for — the very 
person who has been looking for some- 
one just like you. It is within the realm 
of possibility that while you are ans- 
wering this ad your future wife or 
husband may be answering the same 
ad. Such speculation should not overtax 
your ima^nation, 

DESTINY LEAGUE 

P.O. Box 5637, Rono, Nevada 89503 


HANDY ORDER FORM lO 

DESTINY LEAGUE 

P.O. Box 5637, Reno, Nevada 89503 

No need to write a letter, for 
quick action, simply fill in name 
and address and mail with $3.00 
for latest issue (or $8.00 for full 
year subscription). 

Name 


City . . 
State .... 
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1 ^ANNUAL DUES $6 

• $1000 Death Benefit 

- Special Identification Card 

• Star Emblem to display 

' Detective Training Material 


|__^D FOR MEMBERSHIP NOW M 

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 

SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO; 

1 1 00 N. E. 1 25th street, Suite 1 00 
North Miami, Florida 33161 


Address^ 
City 


Birth Certificatesi 


DIPLOMAS ~ WILLS — 

AAarriage Certificates, High School and College 
Diplomas, Last Will & Testament (Blank Forms). 
Any 2 for $1. All 5 for $2. Prompt Confidential 
Service. Available only to persons 21 or over 
from ARTEK FORMS, 7471 Melrose Ave., 
Dept. 7414, Los Angeles, Calif. 90046. 


TWY'/tE r£)W/«r/p«KED 

WITH RARE CARTOONS or^ 0000 CLEAR 
ILLUSTRATIONS AS YOU LIKE IT. RICH IN 

FUN omd BOOKters 

ALL DIFFERENT, SENT PREPAID FOR ll 
M PLAIN SEALED WRAPPER. NO C.aas. 
NATIONAL Dept. C-67Boi 4241, TOLEDO 9. OHIO 


“BE INCHES SLIMMER 
THE DOCTOR’S WAY!” 


Rx 

INSTA-SLIM 

BELT 






I V 
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so m'nTAStIc"^® FAMOUS Rx BELl 

• Take inches off waist! . Vital bach support for Lum. 
par & Sacro » Raises abdomen and keeps it there' • 
Incisional hernia support! 

ABSOLUTELY 
UNDETECTABLE UNDER 
ANY CLOTHING, 

EVEN SWIMWEAR! 

Made of Power-Knit 
SPANDEX to stretch with 
you. No wrinkle, no roll, 
no ride-up! Reinforced 
front and back. 
UNCONDITIONAL MONEY 
BACK GUARANTEE 
MEN'S STYLE (sizes 
26” thru 52" $ 5.99 

2 for $11.00 

WOMEN'S STYLE (sizes 
26” thru 42") $ 6.99 
—————— 2 for $13.00 

R. S. Sales, Dept: 7414 — - 

B3ff Yucca, Hollywood, Ca. 90026 

ais P Style. □ Women’s 

$?OOdw)s^ postage anf handling. For COO enclose 



THE HOWLING DEMON 
(Contmued from page 25) 

they began expanding the oppdsite 
direction, away from the 
mountains.” 

“You know, I was wondering why 
there was so much uncleared land in 
those parts — it’s not been touched 
in 250 years.” 

“Exactly, Jim. Through the 
years, people gradually forgot about 
the incident, but more out of habit 
than anything else I guess they 
avoided the wilds and left the land 
for the deer and squirrels.” 

“And now I come along as a 
complete outsider to stir up old 
grief,” Jim mused. 

Maud smiled at him. “Not at all. 
It’s over and done with. I’m not 
proud of what our ancestors did, but 
I can live with it as long as it never 
happens again. We mustn’t allow 
ourselves to be bogged down with 
guilt from the past. We’ve done 
more than our share of cruelity 
during our own times. But enough 
of this. You young folks be off. 
Enjoy yourselves on this lovely 
summer night and leave an old 
woman alone with her memories.” 

X’VE BEEN SO busy I 
almost forgot to tell you, Jim — but 
last night we nearly had us an 
accident.” 

“An accident? What happened?” 
Jim looked up from his plans to see 
his foreman’s honest face. 

“I guess one of the men had been 
careless and tossed a cigarette butt 
into the cellar. That oil-soaked rag 
we used yesterday to wipe down 
those shovels caught on fire.” 

“Any damage?” 

“Only to those voucher slips. 
They ignited almost 
immediately — but I threw a few 
pails of water on the blaze. You 
didn’t need them, did you?” 

“No, of course not, but we’ve got 
to be more careful — suppose it had 
been the dynamite that had caught 
on fire? I know it’s stored in 
fireproof containers, but that still 
doesn’t make me any less nervous.” 

“I’ll give a pep talk to the men 
this afternoon. By the way, we’re 
having a hell of a time on removing 
those stumps.” 

“I don’t see why.” 

“Neither do I. The on.es down by 
lot 39 came out like pulling carrots. 
These guys are rooted like teeth or 
something — almost like they didn’t 
want to leave the ground, like they 
were protecting something. Weird, 
isn’t it?” 


“Perhaps not. The soil may have 
less rocks in it and give the roots 
more of a stronghold. But speaking 
of rocks, did you notice that a few of 
them had fallen down in the 
cellar?” 

“As a matter of fact, yes. Maybe 
the water I poured in to stop that 
fire had something to do with it.” 

“I don’t know. The rocks looked 
like they had been shoved out. 
There’s a slight indentation in the 
wall about two feet deep that I 
never noticed before — as if 
something had pushed its way out.” 

“Probably a mole or something. 
The whole countryside’s riddled 
with their tunnels and ...” 

“Jim! Jim, for God’s sake, 
hurry!” 

“Sue — what are you doing here? 
Honey, what’s the matter? You’re 
as pale as a ghost. Calm down and 
tell me!” 

“Oh, Jim, I got here as fast as I 
could,” she gasped and collapsing 
into his arms, began to sob. 

“What is it, baby?” 

“The town — it’s found out about 
that cellar. That stupid bitch Sarah 
Grubber — she’s told everyone that 
you’ve come to call back the dead 
and make them curse the town.” 

“What the — but I thought your 
aunt was the only one who knew its 
history. And this doesn’t make any 
sense. Why should I want to call up 
the Devil?” 

“Jim, I don’t know. But Sarah 
also knew about the cellar’s 
existence and the warlock’s death. 
She’s organized the rabble to come 
here tonight and destroy the camp, 
the machinery — anything to stop 
operations and drive you away. I 
found out by accident — overheard 
two of the vigilante group talking. I 
didn’t know people could be so 
stupid.” 

“I didn’t either — but that’s not 
important now. Men,” he called out 
to the crew of workers who had 
gathered around him, “we may be 
in for some trouble. Sue has just 
told us that the townspeople have 
organized — ” 

“Not the whole town,” Sue 
interrupted. “The lazy ones, the 
ignorant who want to believe in 
stupidity!” 

“All right then — some of the local 
people want to see this camp 
destroyed. Our cellar,” he pointed 
to the pit, “is all that is left of a 
house that stood on this property 
well over two hundred years ago. Its 
inhabitant was believed to be a 
warlock, a male witch. He was 
trapped inside and vigilantes 
burned the house to the ground. 
The people tried to forget it ever 
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BLACK 

FOREST 

CLOCK 

Handcar ved 
Bavaria. 
Weight 
driven 
move- 
ment. 
$1.84 



REAL' 

SAPPHIRE RING 

Sterling Stiver mount- 
ing. Men's styles also 
available. $3.50 


G>_ 

ELECTRIC A 
MASSAGE SET^ 
Special attachments 
lor scalp, body 
and face. $1.50 



8mm MOVIE 
CAMERA 
Electric powered 1 
no winding! Loads^ 
in seconds. $5.50 



'^JADE 
RING 794 

Hand set in delicate 
mounting. Men's 
styles also available. 


DUTCH 
MOTORCYCLE 
Deluxe Springmaster 
model for sporty ap- 
peal. $113.00 



rll show ymi how 
Old whero you 
con hoy thoso 


CALENDAR 
WATCH 
Swiss move- 
ment. Tells 
time and 
date. 

$2.10 



r FIELD GLASSES 
7 X 35 G.C.F. Clear 
f and powerful. Center 
focusing. $2.10 



MEN'S BRIEFCASE 
Executive style with 
compartments. Light 
weight, easy action 
zipper. $1.00 
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POWER ^f\ TELESCOPE 
$1.94 /I \ & TRIPOD 
Sturdy Metal 
Construction. 


ELECTRIC RAZOR 
Product of Swiss Craftsman- 
ship. Maker guarantees one 
full year. $1.70 



Fantastic values 

Bolow Whoiesaio 


’ ■ 

\ FISHING KITS 

Sectional bamboo spinning 
and fly rod. Flies, hooks 
and lures in wooden carry- 
ing case. $3.3D 

at the sensational PRICES SHOWN... plus 

1000’S More Dazzling imports 

Compact car Vacuum works 
off cigarette lighter. Adjust- 
able nozzle. $1.80 



lOd 
FLASHLIGHTS 
Bright reflector ideal 
for outdoor or 
recreational use. 


BEOFOROFLEX 
CAMERA 
Twin lens 
reflex. 

Ready to 
shoot in 



ELECTRIC TRAIN 
SET Sixteen piece 
set. Battery operated. 
Great for kids. $1.50 

HAND-BEADED 
SWEATER 
From 
Hong 
Kong. 

Beauti- 
fully 

fashioned. 

$5.85 ea. 


RAINCOATS 

Plastic Ram- ^ 
coats for men ^ 
and women. 
Clear or color, t 
Carry in your J 
pocket. 
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INTENSITY 
LAMP Rotates 
in full circle. Ideal J 
for reading, 
hobby work, 
sewing. 

SI .86 




TEAKWOOD 
BOX 904 
Handcarvedfrom 
India. Beautiful 
finish, lift up lid. 


STEAK KNIFE SET 

Six pieces. Stainless 
steel serrated blades. 
Only 31d set of six. 



$1.85 
TIGER EYE RING 

Genuine Sterling 
Silver mounting. 



TELEPHONE 

AMPLIFIER 

Transistorized. Hear 
phone conversation 
across room. $3.10 

BLACK FOREST 
WEATHERHOUSE 
Handcarved weather 
station. 

Predict 
bright, 
sunshiny 
or rainy 
days. 

754 



DISCOVER PROFITS of IMPORT! 


You keep all the profits yourself! 

My Plan reveals everything you need to step 
into your own home business at once. You get free 
membership in International Traders ~ exclusive 
world-wide organization that puts you in direct 
personal contact with suppliers abroad. It is easy 
to buy below wholesale for yourself or for profit 
when I show you how. Rush coupon for my FREE 
BOOK, “How to Import and Export.” Get details 

on amazing buys. Air mail , i t ^ i /v r . 

reaches me overnight. 1 mil help finance you and get you ofi to a jast start! 


YOU CAN BUY 

ONE AT A TIME 

Examples: One combination 

Lamp-Radio $6.80 postpaid to 
you from foreign factory. One 
length Mink ■ ' -kOdS 


Start Your Own It 

BIBPRWITHOIIIIEl 
IMPORI BUSIN^ 

spare time or full time! Start fast! See how 
easy I make it for you! Without previous ex- 
perience or product investment I’ll start you 
in your own Home Import Business. Cash in 
quickly. Import bargains I locate for you. 
Profit opportunities beyond your wildest 
dreams. You can make your first import 
transaction 10 minutes after you get my 
proven drop ship plan. These fantastic bar- 
gains go fast to stores, mail order, premium 
users, friends, others. Start anywhere; age no 
barrier. I’ll tell you how to cash in on my 
import finds from overseas! No salesman 
— -.,,^will call! 


Air Postpaid from Scandinavia, 
100's more bargains! 



YOU CAN^UY 

IN QUABlTITY 


Prices cut even deeper on larger 
orders. Examples: Lamp Ra- 
dio $5.95 in quantity. Mink 
Coat $333. Big demand from 
stores, premium buyers, whole- 
salers. friends, mail order. 


i niuf® Id"' *-••••• M m m 

Eithtr l¥sy...yoii C4ii BUY BELOW WHOLESALE 


More examples of 10QOs of import bargains you can 
get to make fantastic profits up to 200°o and more 

Transister Radio 

-11.50 

Singing Bird Cage . $3.75 

Fishiiig Rod .... 

.50 

GoH Balls 09 

Mevit Tltlo KH . . 

1.00 

Badminton Sot . . . .SO 

Wator Pistol . . . 

. .05 

Beer Stein 2B 

Setords 

. 3.00 

20 pc. Dinnerware . 1.2S 

Spinning Root . . 

. .94 

Leather Ball Glove . 1.25 

Cwdigan Sweater 

2.00 

AM FM SW Radio . . 10.50 

Walkie Talkie . . 

. 2.50 

RHIo Scopo I,t5 

Cigarette Lighter 

. .20 

Diamond por Ct. . .90.00 

Model Boat Kit . 

. .55 

Eloctrk Shoo Shinor 1.50 

1 Prictt subiact to availabilHy, prico fluctuatioii. | 


Mail This CouponToday! Get My Free Book! 



Send No Money! 

Do not order from us. 

I show you how to get these 
bargains and hundreds 
of others. Prices shown 
are direct from suppliers 
abroad. 



THE MELUNGER CO.. Dept. E104A 

1554 S. Sepulveda Blvd.. Los Angeles, CA. 90025 
Send free Book showing how I can buy imports below 
wholesale. Show me how to start a business of my own 
and make big profits. (If under 21, state age). 


_Age_ 


The Mellinger Co., Dept. E104A 1554 S. Sepulveda Blvd., Los Angeles. CA. 90025 


I Save 3 Days . . . Give Zip Na. Far Fastest Reply J 






WEEK! NO TIEBREAKERS! WE PAY ALL POSTAGE! 

We are giving out up to $500.00 in cash prizes every week - win your share! 

Just by joining the Money on Monday Club you will get a fresh new puzzle every 
Monday morning. 

If you win this week’s puzzle you can win up to $500.00 in cash - and you get 
the money next Monday! You also get another fresh new puzzle, a new chance 
to win up to $500.00 in cash! With the weekly puzzle you will get a list of last 
week’s prize winners and the correct solution to last week’s puzzle. 

Remember, when you Join, you will get a brand new puzzle every week, the 
prizes are paid every week, there are no tiebreakers, and we pay Air Mail postage 
both ways! To get your first puzzle and complete information as to how you can 
become a member of the Money on Monday Club, just fill out the coupon below 
and send it with 25c for postage and handling to: 


Money on Monday Club, 7471 Melrose Ave., Dept. 7414 , Los Angeles, Cal. 90046 

CUT O UT& MAIL TODAY! 

' Please rush me by Air Mail my first puzzle and complete detailson how I can become a member of j 
I the Money on Monday Club, without obligation. Enclosed is 25c in coin for postage and handlirtg. 

I NAME I 

|ADDRESS I 

|CITY STATE ZIP | 


- Get rid of roaches FOREVER- 
with a guaranteed chain 
' ‘ ^reaction of 

DEATH 
0 ALL! 
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Roaches devour SURE-KIIL hungrily, then 
crawl to their nests where they die. Then, a 
deadly chain reaction begins which wipes out 
every roach and every egg in the nest. SURE- 
KILL IS odorless, safe to use. never loses its 
killing power (even years later) and gives a 
5 year written guarantee against re-infesta- 
tion. A single can cleans out an average in- 
fested SIX to eight room dwelling. 

SURE KIU brings death to reaches, includ 
ing Oriental reaches, German reaches, Amer- 
ican roaches and waterbugs. 

Airmail your order today on our MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE if you are not absolutely pleased 
with SURE KILl. 


Send $3.98 (plus 50c postage A handling) 
cash, check or money order (no COD's) to 
wipe out infestation of 6 to 8 rooms. SAVE 
MONEY! Send $698 (plus $i postage & 
handling) to wipe out infestation of up to 
14 rooms. ORDER FROM: 

HARCO DISTRIBUTORS, INC. Dept. MM 
152 W. 42 St. Rm. 502 
New York, N.Y. 10036 



i Deep, but gentle penetrating ac | 
J tion will give soothing relief from J 
J poor circulation, aching muscles J 
i and nervous fatigue within a few $ 
j minutes. Constructed of unbreak- J 
[ able plastic — 7" long by 1 V?" m r 
I diameter approximately. Operates i 
Jon 2 standard “C" batteries. J 
J Safe, sanitary and may be used J 
» with oils and creams. Sample $ 
j $1.95 plus 250 PP and handling. J 
{ Batteries not included. One dozen f 
# @ $16.20 — Three dozen @ i 

shipping charges. J 


152 W. 42 St. Rm. 502 


/ New York. N.Y. 10036 

DISTRIBUTORS WANTED 


happened — what was left of their 
conscience was bothering them. 
And now a foolish old woman has 
led descendants of these very same 
people to believe our actions are 
going to bring back this 
sorcerer — we’ve disturbed his rest.” 

“So what are they planning to 
do?” a man asked. 

Sue spoke up. “Late tonight 
they’re going to come and burn out 
your camp. They’ll put the blame 
on roving teen-agers. That way they 
hope to discourage you, to force you 
all to leave.” 

“I hardly think that will make us 
quit. I’ve worked too hard at 
building up this construction 
company to let a few set-backs 
make me want to give up.” 

“But they have other ways too. 
Any supplies you may need, you 
won’t be able to buy in town — the 
hardware store will be conveniently 
“out of it at the moment, sir.’ The 
same goes for food, 
lodging — anything you need.” 

“But you said only a few people 
were behind it.” 

“Right — but Sarah Grubber owns 
half this town and keeps tabs on the 
other half. Her word is law. She can 
foreclose mortgages, drive people 
out of business, ruin anyone who 
tries to go against her will ! ” 

“Something’s going on around 
here — and it has nothing to do with 
the super-natural,” Jim muttered. 
Louder, he said: “I’m going into 
town, men. We’ve got three hours 
until sundown. Anybody who 
doesn’t want to stick around is free 
to leave — I won’t penalize him. 
There’s no reason why you should 
want to stick your necks out.” 

“We’re all behind you, Jim,” Bob 
said, the workers echoing his 
sentiment. “We have a stake in this 
operation, too.” 

“Good. Thanks a lot. I’ll be back 
in an hour. Come on, Sue.” 

“But I want to stay here, Jim. 
With you and the men. Don’t forget 
that we’re engaged. I have 
something at stake just like the 
others.” 

“And that’s just why I don’t want 
you around here if trouble breaks 
out. You’ve already done more than 
enough in warning us.” 

They got into Jim’s beat-up truck 
and headed down the road. Sue 
looked back to see Bob organizing 
the men into teams. 

“Oh God, don’t let there be 
bloodshed,” she softly prayed. 
“Jim, I still don’t understand any of 
what’s going on.” 

“I don’t either, . But I think 
I know why dear Miss Grubber is 
doing all this.” 



A million jobs have disappeared since 
1960... shouldn’t you start your own 
business... now... while still employed? 

Before more jobs disappear through mergers, automation, and mechanization, shouldn’t you at least investigate the way 
in which so many men have become owners of profitable businesses— starting in spare time— and independent of jobs, 
bosses, strikes, layoff and automation? All that’s needed is your name on the coupon. Facts mailed free. No salesman will call. 



Here are the facts: With a little ambi- 
tion and energy and less than $1000 cash 
you can start your own Duraclean business 
in youT spare lime, without risking' your 
present job or paycheck ! This is a nationally 
known and accepted business, but one that 
does not require special skills, more than 
average education, or any traits except am- 
bition, and the willingness to work hard to 
gross as much as $9.00 an hour for the 
service you render. 

What is this business that offers so much 
opportunity for so little? It is a service by 
which YOU supply the public— home- 
owners as well as offices and stores and 
shops— a new and improved method of 
cleaning carpets and upholstered furniture 
right on the customer’s premises— THE 
EXCLUSIVE DURACLEAN SYSTEM! 

If you have ever had your own carpet or 
furniture cleaned, you know that the ordi- 
nary methods soak the carpets with water 
and detergents, then grind the fibers with 
harsh machine scrubbing, leaving the car- 
pet soggy for days. 

The exclusive DURACLEAN ABSORP- 
TION PROCESS lifts out dirt and greasy 
soil with a gentle, almost dry foam. Lab- 
oratory tests show that it removes twice 
as much dirt as any other method and re- 
stores the resiliency of the carpet fibers. 
Because there is no soaking, carpets and 
furniture can be used again in a few hours! 
This is vitally important to stores, shops, 
offices and motels. 

Although in time you will wish to buy a 
truck from your profits, no truck or office is 
needed to start. You can carry all equip- 
ment in your car trunk— and your customer 
phone calls can be received at home. No 
shop is needed as work is done at the cus- 
tomer’s premises. 

As a DURACLEAN Dealer you are the 
sole owner of an independent business and 
your own boss. You keep all the net profits 
for yourself. However, the franchise we sup- 
ply gives you instant recognition in your 
area. You operate under a nationally known 
name — use an exclusive process recom- 
mended by the nation’s biggest carpet man- 
ufacturers and commended by Parents 
Magazine. Ypu get thorough training BE- 
FORE YOU BEGIN and, as you progress, 
you receive guidance and help from 
Duraclean International. 

Your training shows you how to perform 
the cleaning service— plus five other ser- 
vices which bring extra profits. You also are 
trained in all phases of running your busi- 
ness, including how to get customers, how 
to control your expenses, and how to make 
the maximum profit. From your first job, 
you can expect to gross $9.00 for each hour 


of service you do personally! If you hire 
service men at $3.00 an hour to help you. 
you can have $6.00 for yourself for each 
hour of service they perform. (See the col- 
umn at right for actual statements from 
other men who have accepted the Dura- 
clean opportunity.) 

Here is a business that can pay you far 
more per week than the average man now 
earns— with only the talent and ambition 
you now possess. Here is a business you can 
operate in any one of three ways — or pro- 
gress from one to another. Some men op)er- 
ate permanently in spare time for the extra 
money they need. Some start in spare time 
and quit their jobs only after they see that 
they can make a lot more money than their 
present pay by putting in full time as a 
Duraclean Specialist. Still others develop 
the business to the point where the service 
work is done by hired employees while the 
owner makes a substantial profit on each 
hour an employee works. The Duraclean 
Business can be kept as small as you want 
it to be or it can be expanded to any level 
your ambition dictates. There is no limit on 
annual income for an ambitious man who 
will follow our proven plans. 

We are about to appoint a limited num- 
ber of men who are truly ambitious, and 
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Ten minutes later they pulled up 
in front of the county courthouse. 

“Wait here — I’ll be back as soon 
as possible.” He climbed out of the 
truck and raced up the stairs two at 
a time. Sue took the precaution of 
closing the windows and locking 
both doors. It was a wise move. 
Several idlers lounging in the park 
interrupted their earnest talk just 
long enough to glare at her. Some 
even made threatening gestures. A 
crash against the back window 
made Sue cry out. It was caused by 
an empty beer bottle thrown by an 
unseen hand. She was frightened, 
then angry. 

“Those cowards — can’t even 
stand up to an old woman. What 
kind of town is this turning into?” 

“She looked up with relief to see 
Jim walking toward the truck. 
Leaning over to unlock the driver’s 
door, she asked, “Did you find 
whatever you were looking for?” 

“You bet. According to the deeds 
on file in the courthouse, Sarah 
Grubber owns lots 42, 45 and 46.” 

“And you’re working on lots 43 
and 44!” 

“Exactly. She wants to scare us 
off so she can buy the land 
at — pardon the pun — dirt prices 
when building space becomes really 
valuable.” 

“That greedy old hag. But the 
bank owns the land.” 

“Sure it does, but that’s not to 
say she can’t easily convince them 
their land is worthless and buy it for 
a song, maybe even tell them that it 
will hurt the town to have property 
built on it.” 

“And her flunkies will back her 
up. Jim, how can we stop her?” 

“By having a face-to-face 
confrontation. They still don’t know 
that we’re wise to their little 
scheme. But first, I’ve got to take 
you home.” 

“Oh Jim, no! I want to stay and 
help you.” 

“Home, young lady. And I want 
you to stay with Aunt Maud 
tonight — ^just for safety’s sake.” 

“I wish Daddy were alive. He’d 
show those cowards what’s up. 
Mom too.” 

“I know, honey. But you’re also a 
brave girl and I’fn prouder now than 
ever to know you — love you, too.” 
He started the engine. “Don’t 
worry. I don’t think there’ll be any 
real trouble tonight.” 

“Just the same, I won’t sleep a 
wink until I know for sure you’re 
safe. I just wish I could understand 
what’s going on.” 

“So do I, dearest, so do I.” 

IGHT FELL, but there was no 


relief from the scorching heat. The 
stars drifted hazily in the clear sky; 
a moon shone fitfully upon the tense 
faces of the men clustered about in 
small groups. No breeze dispelled 
the heavy humidity from the air. 

Jim sat on a packing crate, 
several yards from the others. He 
reached in his pocket and pulled out 
a handkerchief to wipe the sweat off 
his brow and the back of his neck. 

“Why don’t they do something?” 
Bob complained. “I know they’re 
out there — can’t see them of course, 
but I can feel them just the same.” 

“Stop sounding like a 1931 jungle 
movie, Bob. And lower your voices. 
Noise carries farther at night and 
we don’t want anybody to know 
we’re around. Are the men 
prepared?” 

“As much as they can be without 
guns.” 

“I don’t want to see anyone 
killed.” 

“Sure, but this little friend of 
mine can sure do some damage,” 
Bob whispered, patting a heavy 
barrel stave lying beside him. 
“Hey — what was that?” 

“I’m not sure, but it might have 
been a twig cracking. Get the men 
together.” 

They hid in the shadows cast by 
tractors, trailers, trucks. They 
waited. 

First one figure appeared, then 
another and another until a band of 
thirty ghostly apparitions silently 
stalked into the camp. A match was 
struck, briefly lighting up the coarse 
features of a man, one of them who 
had been in the park earlier. He 
whispered hoarsly, “Bring the 
gasoline.” 

Another man appeared from the 
darkness, lugging a heavy 
container. Stooping down, he began 
to losen the cap. 

From out of the cellar Jim 
shouted: “OK, men — let’s get 
them!” 

Spotlights were suddenly lit, for 
an instant freezing the invaders in 
the glare — but only for an instant. 
They had half-expected a fight, but 
they were ready. 

Workers and vigilantes scuffled, 
rolling and kicking in the dirt, 
punching, grunting, cursing at each 
other. 

In the midst of the battle, Jim 
glanced up to see an old woman 
standing alone on the grassy knoll 
that separated the site from the 
woods. “There she is!” he cried. 
“She’s the only one responsible for 
this.” He flung himself toward her. 
“I know who you are, you old witch. 
You want this land for yourself. I’ll 
expose you to the police. I’ll . . 




“Silence!” Her strong voice 
commanded, its power resounding 
off the cliffs until it was gradually 
lost within the circling echoes of the 
mountains. 

The men stopped their brawling 
in wonder as the old woman 
marched towards them. She was 
tall and her stately carriage 
heightened the proud, cold sneer 
that was her ordinary expression. 

She focused hawk eyes on Jim. 
“You are the one who shall be 
exposed. We don’t want you here, 
meddling, ripping up our beautiful 
forests and flowers with your loud, 
ugly machines.” And malice 
dripping venom from her lips, “You 
wonT even allow the dead to rest in 
peace.” 

“You knew we were rezoning this 
area,” Jim countered. “Why didn’t 
you stop us then?” 

“I wasn’t aware that you were 
working so near the ...” 

“The spot where your illustrious 
ancestors burned alive a poor, 
defenseless man,” Jim cut in. 

“Enough of this! That creature 
was a warlock, a danger to our town 
and to our souls. He had to be 
exterminated. He . . .” She didn’t 
finish the sentence. Sarah’s eyes 
grew big. Gasping, she pointed, her 
mouth no longer capable of 
producing speech. 

Everyone followed her glance. 
From the opposite end of the camp 
came another figure, not vigilante, 
not worker. A young man with a 
strange, unworldy look on his face, a 
man dressed as anyone would have 
in 1694. 

The two warring parties, now 
united in sheer terror, drew back at 
his approach. Only Sarah stood her 
ground, a look of inexpressible fury 
contorting her features. She 
hunched her shoulders and raised 
her arms. 

The man snarled and performed 
the same action. The two stood 
looking at each other, undisguised 
hatred boiling in their faces. 

“Back, back, I command you into 
everlasting Hell!” A handful of salt 
was thrown. Suddenly everything 
exploded into a white flash of 
unbridled heat. Sulphur and fire 
filled the air. 

Jim found himself lying on the 
ground. He looked around him! The 
foreman, his workers, the 
townspeople were all frozen into 
postures of alarm. Dazed, he 
glanced up to see Sue. He 
scrambled to his feet and raced to 
her. 

“My God — what happened? Are 
we all crazy?” 

But Sue was also frozen as stiff 
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and as still as any marble statue. 

“I’ll explain everything,” came a 
quiet voice just behind him. 

Jim whirled around. “Aunt 
Maud! What has happened, 
woman? 

The old lady stepped out of the 
shadows. She looked tired, 
exhausted, yet triumphant. Softly 
she said, “It is finished. ” 

“I don’t understand.” For the 
first time in twenty years, Jim felt 
on the verge of tears. 

“Don’t worry, dear. They’re all 
safe. I put them under a trance so 
they would remember nothing of 
what has happened.” Aunt Maud 
smiled at him. “Actually you’re to 
blame for all this — but only 
indirectly of course. Remember 
when you had that small fire — Sue 
told me about it — your foreman 
poured water into the cellar. That 
water reactivated the spell. Under 
the threat of fire, the warlock was 
put into a trance so that he would 
survive. Only water, fire’s opposite, 
so to speak; could be able to break 
it. Perhaps some of your dynamite 
explosions loosened chinks in the 
mortar to allow moisture to enter 
the creature’s lair. This gave him 
life and power again. 

“Sarah knew about him — she is 
one of them, you know. That was 
her real reason she wanted you 
gone. She was fiercely jealous of 
anyone else with the Power.” 

“But you must be a witch also!” 


THE MUMMY'S EYES 
(Continued from page 33) 

in Hell were joining the chorus. 
Hemren’s man stood transfixed in, 
the center of the chamber. He 
glanced around wildly, turned and 
ran toward the circular entrance. 
When he was five feet from the 
relative safety of the access tunnel, 
the massive door swung shut and 
the shrieking ceased. Then one cry 
of terror broke the stillness. It 
echoed briefly and when it died, the 
door swung open once more. 

“Lemsch, Lemsch,” Hemren 
whispered. 

The figure lay crumbled on the 
rock floor. 

“I’m going in,” Dave said, 
moving toward the opening. He 
shrugged off Haskins’ restraining 
arm and raced to the body. He knelt 
briefly and then called to the others. 

“He’s dead.” 

“How?” 

“I don’t know, Professor. No 
marks on him. Just his eyes.” 

“What about them?” 

“You’d better look see. I think it’s 
safe now.” 


“Of course. That is why I 
enchanted all the others — even Sue 
knows nothing of my double life. 
But I am a white witch. I only do 
good.” 

“The warlock and Sarah — how 
did you destroy them?” 

“I didn’t. They have the same 
power as I, are just as strong. But 
while they were diverting their 
power by directing it against each 
other, I was able to sneak up and 
banish them never to return. 6 they 
had had the intelligence to turn on 
me, I would have been completely 
at their mercy. Sarah and I have 
been at a stalemate for years — the 
warlock upset the balance of power. 

“I only have a few minutes before 
the spell wears off and the others 
awaken. They shall remember 
nothing of what occurred tonight. 
The townsmen will think they came 
here to inspect the work. Your men 
are going to show them the camp 
and explain its operations. All will 
be friends again.” 

“May I give you a lift back into 
town?” 

Maud laughed. “No thinks. I’ll 
fly back.” She leaped into the air. 
“Bring Sue home early tonight — she 
has to go to work in the morning!” 
Maud called out a good-night and 
was lost among the trees. 

Jim smiled. Lighting a cigarette, 
he sat down on a rock to wait for the 
others to revive. 

THE END 


The five survivors gathered 
around the corpse as Dave turned 
him over. Only the whites of his 
eyes showed, as if, in death, the 
man had tried to avoid the terrible 
horror stalking him. His neck was 
contorted, tendons straining, as if 
he were trying to shout through 
speechless lips. Jennifer shuddered. 

“Dave, look here. The 
sarcopagus. It’s open!” 

“Do you suppose it was Lemseft?” 

“I don’t think he had time, Dave. 
No, whatever used the spear, also 
opened the coffin.” 

“Father, that tomb was sealed 
over 2,500 years ago. Nothing could 
live that long.” 

“I don’t know, Jennifer. Wait a 
minute. I remember that pyramids 
had booby traps, activated by the 
weight of someone walking or 
touching the insides of the tomb. I 
think we’re faced with the same 
thing here.” 

“So what killed Lemsch?” 

“I don’t know,” Haskins 
muttered hastily. “The opening of 
the coffin, maybe. What’s the 
difference? The man is dead.” 

“By something that can kill us 
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all.” 

“We don’t frighten that easily, 
Dave. L#eave the superstitions to the 
natives and let’s have a look see at 
the coffin.” 

Jennifer screamed and Dave 
whirled, drawing his pistol from his 
holster. He thumbed back the 
hammer and whispered, “Looks like 
the coffin is coming to see about 
us.” 

Rising slowly, awkwardly, was a 
figure of a man, swathed in 
centuries’ -old cloth. He walked 
slowly toward the center of the 
chamber and advanced on the five 
people. The two Egyptians rushed 
to the left wall and began to 
mumble incantations to Osiris and 
Isis. The mummy turned toward 
them. 

“Don’t shoot, Dave.” 

“The hell you say. Professor. 
Hemren and his boy don’t stand a 
chance.” 

Dave emptied his revolver into 
the grey figure. It was unharmed. 
When it reached the trembling 
Hemren, it fastened two gnarled 
hands around the man’s throat. 
Hemren gurgled in fright as the 
hands twisted. The snap of his neck 
echoed in the silence of the crypt. 

“Good Lord!” Haskins said. 

The gray figure of Mentemhet 
tossed Hemrem’s lifeless body aside 
then slew his companion. When it 
had finished its grisly task, it 
turned on the three survivors. 

“Wait. We are friends,” Haskins 
cried, retreating to the entrance. He 
glanced around desperately as the 
door crunched shut. Mentemhet 
lifted a babbling Haskins over his 
head and flung the body against the 
stone altar adjacent to his resting 
place. Dave saw that Haskins was 
dead. He pushed Jennifer behind 
him and pressed her against the 
wall. 

Mentemhet pushed him aside, 
carried the screaming girl to the 
sacrificial altar, and plunged a 
ceremonial knife into her chest. She 
jerked up, then sagged limply, 
blood staining her blouse and 
running down her arm. As 
Mentemhet turned to Dave, the 
lone survivor heard a voice in his 
mind. 

“You will leave the resting place 
of Mentemhet, most powerful of all. 
You will tell your brethren that this 
land is most sacred and shall not be 
defiled. This is your purpose now. 
Go and fulfill your sacred mission.” 

T^HEY FOUND Dave Logan 
(Continued on page 58) 
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RAISED FROM THE GRAVE 
(Continued from page 16} 

I followed Victor into the 
laboratory and saw him remove a 
hypodermic needle from the 
sterilizer. 

“This is what you need to keep 
you alive, this serum. Look at your 
hands. It has been twenty-four 
hours since your last injection. See 
what is happening.” 

The skin on the back of my hands 
was beginning to crack and peel as 
if it had been over-exposed to the 
California sun. I watched in horror 
as large flakes of gray matter fell to 
the floor. Then I glimpsed the 
needle in Victor’s hand. 

“The shot,” I screamed. “Give 
me the injection.” 

“You will do as I ask, then?” he 
said, grinning evilly. 

“Yes, anything, just give me the 
injection. Please,” I begged. 

Two minutes after the serum 
entered my skin, the process of 
gradual destruction was reversed. I 
could live only as long as I suited 
Victor Young’s ghoulish purpose. In 
order to retain life, I would have to 
specialize in death. 

T'hE woman was easy. 

Victor supplied me with a full- 
length photograph of my victim. On 
the back of the picture he listed her 
home address and her place of 
employment. 

I picked up Joan Michaels’ trail 
five hours before I was due for the 
injection. Following her home was 
no problem. She made one stop 
before entering her apartment 
building. I used the extra time to let 
myself into the living room. 

“Who are you?” she asked, 
dropping the groceries on the foyer 
floor. “And what are you doing 
here?” 

“Victor Young sent me.” 

“That man is despicable,” she 
said, grimacing when his name was 
mentioned. “I suppose he had to 
send someone to do his bidding; he 
never was one for direct action. 

“How did you get in here?” 

“I picked the lock. Now do you 
want to hear the message?” 

“Yes, if you must. Then I’d like 
you to leave.” 

“I must, unfortunately. Victor 
told me to tell you that your 
payment for spurning him is death, 
sentence to be carried out 
immediately.” 

She blanched, a look of 
indescribable horror contorting her 
face. Her hands rose to the single 


strand of pearls adorning the black 
turtleneck sweater she wore. And 
then she screamed. 

I was on her within seconds, 
pinning her to the rug. The knife in 
my hand flashed once, twice. She 
jerked under the impact of the 
blade. Her cries of terror subsided 
into a low gurgle. Joan Michaels 
had learned that Victor Young was 
not a man to be taken lightly. 

“Hey! In there. Open up. This is 
the police.” 

I turned to the front door, now 
straining under the force of 
repeated blows. I glanced toward 
the fire escape in the bedroom, then 
back to the main entrance of the 
apartment. The door burst open 
and a blue uniform hurtled into the 
room. The young cop’s eyes took in 
the still-warm corpse and the 
bloody knife clenched in my right 
fist. 

“Drop the knife, buddy,” he said, 
leveling the .38 revolver at my 
middle. 

I advanced toward him. 

I saw his trigger finger twitch and 
the revolver spat flame. The bullet 
caught me in the left lung. I stopped 
momentarily and glanced at my 
chest. Aside from a small nudge, 
there was no other sensation. The 
young policeman looked at me in 
amazement. 

“I’ve got no quarrel with you, son. 
Just step aside and let me by.” 

“Good Lord!” he muttered. 

The gun fired four more times in 
rapid succession, each slug doing no 
damage. I crossed the room, yanked 
his gun from his hand, and 
slammed the butt against his skull. 
He collapsed onto the rug. 

“Just a headache is all you’ll 
get,” I said as I stepped over his 
body. A glance at my watch told me 
that I’d have enough time to get to 
Victor’s laboratory for another shot. 
If I was delayed on the way it would 
be too late. He was waiting for me 
and the needle was delicately 
balanced between his right thumb 
and forefinger. 

“Is she dead?” 

“Yes. I need that shot.” 

“What proof have you?” 

“A bloody knife and a police 
revolver. If that’s not proof enough, 
turn your shortwave receiver to the 
police frequency and get the story 
yourself. Now give me the shot.” 

“Are you demanding now, young 
friend?” 

“What’s to stop me from killing 
you?” 

“Think about it,” he smiled. 
“Oh, you might cross the room and 
catch this before it’s smashed. That 
would give you one day. What 
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would you do when the effects of the 
serum wore off?” 

I glanced furtively around the 
room. 

“Don’t bother searching, Earl. 
You might find the raw materials 
but only I have the formula. It is in 
a safe place,” he said, tapping his 
forehead. “Now come and take your 
medicine like a good fellow.” 

I watched the pale yellow liquid 
disappear into my skin. My lease on 
life had been extended for at least 
twenty-four hours. 

M Y NEXT VICTIM was a 

minor government official who had 
earned Victor’s wrath by reducing 
subsidies for scientific endeavor. 

“Look,” I pleaded, “you can hide 
the girl’s murder. Maybe. But don’t 
tangle with the government.” 

“I want this man destroyed. His 
short-sightedness has forced me to 
use my already meager savings. I 
want him out of the way.” 

“You want an awful lot, Victor. 
How do you propose I go about it?” 

“That’s up to you but make sure 
there is no contact with me. If I go 
to prison, even for one night, you’re 
as good as dead.” 

“What about me?” 

“If they lock you up, Earl, there is 
no way I can give you the serum.” 

George Willard took country 
roads to and from his office at the 
State House. Victor told me the 
man had recently purchased a 
sports car and he delighted in 
turning the seldom-used routes into 
a personal Grand Prix. I met George 
Williard on a hair-pin turn five 
miles from his house. On his right, 
following the curve, was a sheer rock 
wall. On his left was a precipice 
lined with jagged, toothlike rocks. 

He announced his presence by 
down-shifting before the turn. I 
calmly walked out from the rock 
wall and held up my hand, 
gesturing him to stop. White robes 
swirled around my body, giving me 
a ghostly appearance. I saw 
Williard’s face contort in fear and 
anger. 

He leaned on the horn and, when 
I held, my ground, he flung the 
wheel to the right, trying to squeeze 
between me and the mountainside. 
His car wheels caught in a trough- 
like depression and the car rocketed 
over the left side of the road. I ran to 
the edge of the mountain bypass 
and watched the little car twist and 
wiggle as it plummeted downward. 
Halfway down the rock-strewn cliff, 
the gas tank exploded, flinging 
Williard’s flaming body through the 
night. The grisly comet plunged 
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through a tangle of sagebrush, 
starting several small fires. 
Satisfied that Williard was dead, I 
folded the robes under my arm and 
walked back to Victor’s laboratory. 

“Is he dead?” 

“Yes. He went over the San 
Alemeda Cliffs. There is no way 
anyone could have survived that 
crash.” 

“So we plan again.” 

“Fine.” 

“What is this? Suddenly you 
agree with me. That of course 
makes it easier.” 

“While you’re thinking about 
who you want erased, I have a 
victim to take care of.” 

“Fine, go ahead and report back 
here tomorrow for your next shot.” 

“Is it prepared?” 

“Do you think I’d be so foolish as 
to tell you?” he hissed. “Go about 
your business.” 

“But my business is here, with 
you,” I said innocently. 

“You fool!” he shouted. “You’re 
mad. You’re insane.” 

“You’re the fool, Victor. You 
might have brought me back from 
the grave, but I didn’t leave my soul 
under the earth.” 

“Stay away!” he yelled. “The 
serum. Only I have the formula.” 

“Good-bye Victor.” 

I walked slowly toward him, 
measuring each step as if I were 
walking the last mile. Victor 
retreated toward the instrument 
tray and grabbed a scalpel from the 
tangle of stainless steel. 

“No good, Victor. You’re as dead 

THE VAMPIRE'S CURSE 
(Continued from page 12) 

They have a really nice house.” 

Marge turned to look at him, 
shuddering slightly when she 
glimpsed his face in the sickly -green 
light of the dashboard instruments. 
His eyes seem to have receeded into 
his skull. His hair was flat, lifeless, 
and his hands, emaciate(i claws, 
gripped the steering wheel in a grip 
of . . .A grip of death? 

She gazed at the desolate waste 
surrounding them, holding the 
dashboard as the car began to 
vibrate over the cracked asphalt. 

“What’s with the road?” 

“Repairs,” he shot back. 

“Where are we now?” she asked, 
fighting to keep her voice steady. 

“About ten miles from the city.” 

“Wendell, I thought you said 
five.” 

He glanced- at her. “No, ten from 
the city and five from where we 
began our conversation. Nervous?” 

“Should I be?” 


as Joan Michaels and George 
Williard.” 

“And so are you, Earl. You have 
only a few hours left.” 

“I was dead once, Victor, and you 
brought me back. That was your 
mistake. You should always let the 
dead rest in peace.” 

He lunged at me, driving the 
surgical knife into my abdomen. He 
stabbed again and again, looking up 
in horror as my hands closed around 
his throat. His eyes bulged as he 
gasped for breath. My grip 
tightened and his body wiggled and 
jerked like a dying fish. He kicked 
once and his muscles relaxed. 
Victor Young was dead. 

I kicked his body aside and began 
to rummage through the 
refrigerator. It contained a series of 
vials, but none held the pale yellow 
liquid. I checked the sterilizer. It 
was empty. Then I saw the syringe 
resting near his notebook. I took the 
injection just as the skin began to 
flake off my body. 

Twenty-four hours isn’t a long 
time, particularly when half of it is 
spent looking for a formula that 
might not exist. I found nothing. I 
searched every square inch of the 
laboratory and Victor’s private 
rooms to no avail. 

I gave up my search during the 
early evening. There were only a few 
hours remaining as I walked out of 
Victor’s laboratory for the last time. 
I might have lived on as a ghoul, but 
I preferred to die as a man. 

THE END 


“No. Enjoy the view. We’re 
almost there.” 

Unhappy and fidgety, she 
glanced at her surroundings. They 
were riding along the edge of the 
ocean now, the waves just a few 
yards from the wheels of Wendell’s 
. sedan. She glanced behind their car 
and saw a white stretch of moon- 
drenched sand, devoid of any 
houses. The car hummed along the 
road, shaking occasionally when 
the wheels bounced over a rut. 

“Here we are,” he said, shifting 
the car into second and whirling the 
wheel to the left. He slowly abruptly 
as Marge turned from the ominous 
sea to the weatherbeaten stone 
house hugging a small cove. 

He flipped over the ignition and 
went around the front of the car to 
open her door. 

“Come.” 

“That sounds more like an order 
than an invitation.” 

“Come,” he said again, reaching 
for her hand. 

“Okay. Just let me get my purse 



and . . Marge recoiled and 
began to tremble. His touch was 
colder, more frigid than anything 
she had yet experienced. This is a 
cold from the grave, her mind 
screamed. She looked into his eyes, 
floundering in the white-hot power 
which emanated from his sunken 
orbs. Numbly she grasped his hand 
and allowed him to lead her from 
the car to the mansion door. 


n ENDELL WAVED his arm 
at the oaken door and it swung 
open. An icy chill enveloped Marge 
and she shrank back briefly. 
Wendell turned and stared deep 
into her eyes. The cold evaporated 
and Marge followed her companion 
into the large hallway. 

“Karl, it was good of you to 
come.” 

Marge turned at the sound of the 
sepulchural voice. A man and 
woman, both clad in somber black, 
stood to one side of the entrance. 
They smiled in unison, revealing 
long, tapered canine teeth which 
glistened in the candlelight. Marge 
turned to face Wendell and saw that 
his teeth extended over his lower 
lip, much more menacing than the 
plastic imitations he had worn 
during their shooting session. Fear 
shot through Marge’s body when 
she realized the fangs were real. 

“Ah Karl, you bring someone for 
dinner? How sweet, is it not 
Magda?” 

“Ah, that I would have to see.” 

Horrified, Marge knew that she 
would supply the dinner. The feast, 
she knew, would be her blood. 

“Come, Karl, and bring your 
friend.” 

Marge hung back, retreating. 

“Ah, but she is a difficult one, is 
she not?” 

“Yes, Maximilian. But perhaps 
the extra effort will be worth it.” 

Karl turned to the girl and 
extended his arm abruptly. His eyes 
locked on hers and she proceeded 
with the stiff, jerky gait of a 
marionette. He led her to the 
cracked marble table which sat 
regally in the center of the unused 
dining room. 

“Come, my dear. You will feel no 
pain, nothing but the slightest 
prick, nothing more than a pin 
breaking the skin. And in return for 
your gift to us, you shall have 
immortality and a power 
undreamed of by mortal man. 
Come.” 

Marge walked slowly to the table 
under Karl’s guiding hand. He 
leaned over her, fangs extended, 
eyes hopeful. Her eyes were glazed 
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as Karl bent over her exposed neck 
and sank his fangs into the soft, 
warm flesh. She felt only a 
momentary sting soon replaced by 
an overpowering sense of calm. Her 
eyes closed to the sound of soft 
lapping and the shouts of glee from 
Maximilian and Magda. 

When she came alive again, Karl 
was gesturing from the hallway. She 
rose from her marble altar and 
glanced at Magda, then 
Maximilian. They smiled 
encouragement as she made her 
journey down the dusty hallway to 
the building’s front door. Karl 
wrapped her in a black cloak and 
ushered her out the door. When 
Marge turned to bid farewell to her 
new-found friends, she saw they had 
vanished. 

“How much time do we have, 
dearest?” 

“Time? The clock stands still for 
us, darling,” Karl said. 

“I feel power coursing through 
me, Karl. But the dawn . . 

“. . . has no effect upon us. We 
may move about as mere mortals 
do.” He reached over to grasp her 
hand in his. They rode through the 
gathering dawn entwined one with 
the other. 

As they reached the door to her 
apartment, Karl paused before 
opening his door. When we 
appeared at her side of the car, his 
features had changed subtly. He 
was weak, meek, ineffectual 
Wendell. 

She watched the green sedan slip 
into the stream of traffic and 
disappear on the coastal highway. 

HERE THE HELL were 
you last night?” Cameron boomed.” 

She closed the studio door softly 
and walked over to kiss him softly, 
gently. 

“I had a most wonderful dinner, 
darling,” she said. “And how was 
yours?” 

“Wonderful, I’ll bet. I gave up 
calling about two in the morning. 
What time did you get back?” 

“Does it make a difference?” 

“It sure does,” he snorted. 

“Honey, nothing went on. But I 
did miss you, honest. If I remember 
correctly, your schedule is free until 
eleven this morning. We can forget 
about our ‘not during business 
hours’ rule.” 

He wrapped his arms around her 
and kissed her neck gently. He 
didn’t see the white fangs extend 
themselves. When he realized what 
had happened, he was losing 
consciousness, lulled into darkness 
by the soft lapping of his warm 
blood. 
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holes). THE PUYER IS FREE. 
We will bill you only special 
member’s price of $11.98 for 
speakers. □ check AUTO SYS- 
TEM in coupon. 



SELECT ANY 6 STEREO TAPE CARTRIDGES TO START MEMBERSHIP 

Only Stereo Tape Club gives full selection of all labels, artists, new releases. 


LI 

□ t 319 -WHEN VOU’K 
SHILIIM, Nat Kini 

Cola (PiciMick) S.lf 

□ 1321 -Ft(ANK SIWTU'S 
«tCATEST HITS, 

Frank Sinatra 

(Ra^aa) S.M 

□ laa-MiNOROPS 
KEEP FAU.IN’ M 
■V HEW, 0 . J. 

Thomaa (teptar) S.M 

□ 1347 -THE MY 
CHARLES STORY 
VOLUME II, Rax 

Ckarita (Atlantic) S.N 

□ 134 S-THE 60 LMN 

SOUNDS - POP, Varieut 
A<liab (Capitol) S.M 

□ 1349 - 6 REATEST HITS, 
Bobby Goldabora 

(U. Artiatal S.IR 

□ 13 S 3 -TOM, Tom Jonat 

(Parral) B.N 

□ 13 SS-NON I’M A 
SNNUN, Nancy Wilaan 

□ ISW-^TEST HITS, 

Barbra Straiaand 
(Columbia) S.M 

□ 1361 -vm OIOHNE, 

Olonna Warwick 
(Scartar) S.M 

□ IMS-CLEN 

CAMPBEU'S SRCATEST 
HITS, Gian Campball 
(Capitol) C.SB 

□ 136 «-LOVE'S LINES, 
ANGLES AMO RHYMES, 

Stb Oimantion (Ball) . A.W 

□ 136 S-THAT’S THE WAY 
IT IS, Elvit Praalw 

(RCA) .$M 

□ 1366 -FOR THE GOOD 

TIMES, Daan Martin 
(Rapriia) .B.SB 

□ 1367 -SWECTHEART, 

Enftabart Humpardinek 
(Parrot) .G.M 

□ 136 B-EVERYTHING IS 
GOOD ABOUT YOU, Tha 
Lattarman (Capitol) ....B.SB 

□ 13 $»-CLO$E TO YOU, 

Tbo Carpantan 

(A A M) S.BB 

a 1370 >GHAPTER TWO, 
Robarta Flack 

(Atlantic) B.SB 

□ 231 B-OIEATEST HITS, 
Herb Alpart And Tha 
Tijuana Broaa (ABU) B.SB 


□ 2319-MAGtC PIANOS 

OF FERRANTC B 
TEICNEB (Sunaat) B.9B 

□ 2324-COHC SATUBOBY 


ipital) .. 


...B.IS 


Glaaaon (Capatal 

□ 2326-OIIAmE 

COLORED SKY, Bart 
Kaampfart (Dam) B.9B 

□ 8307-00«rB0YS AND 

COLORED PEOPLE, Flip 
WiiMn (Atlantic) 6.98 

□ 8316-BEST OF BIU. 

COSBY, Bill Coaby 
(Wamar Brea.) .8.98 

□ B321-UVE AT SIM 


(Marcury) .. 


..6.98 


BOCKB FOLK 


□ 3301-LAOY SOUL, 

Aretha Franklin 
(Atlantic) 6.98 

□ 3312-THE BEST OF 
WILSON PICKETT, 

Wilson Pichatl 
(Atlontic) 6.9B 

□ 331B-HISTORY OF 

OTIS BEOOINB, Otis 
IMdina (Atro) B.BB 

□ 3330-TNE BEATLES 
1 B 2 (Twin Pack) 

(Apple) 13.BB 

□ 33$7-DEiA-VU, Croaby, 

Stills, Nath B Vouni 
(Atlantic) 6.9B 

a 3366-LIVE, CREAM, 

Cream (Atlantic) 6.9B 

□ 3368-LCT IT BE, Tha 
Baatlaa (Appla) . . ......I.9B 

□ 337L-V(OODSTOCIl. 

Various Articta (Twin 
Pack) (Cotillion) 17.98 

□ 3372-llVE AT 

RMirrUET, Jimi 
Handrii/Otia Roddini 
(Roprita) 6.98 

□ 3373-SPIBIT IN THE 

DARK, Araths FranUin 
(Atlantic) 6.9B 

□ 3374-ABRAMS. 

Santana (Columbia) ....6.98 

□ 3376-UVE AT 

LONDON’S TALK OF THE 
TOWN, Tamptaliona 
(Gordy) 6.9B 

□ 3377-lEO ZEPPaiN 

III, Lad 2apptlin 
(Atlantic) -6.98 

□ 3379-STEPHEN STILLS, 

Stephen Stills 
(AHantie) .8.99 


□ 3381-FAReWEU-UVE 
VOL I— Diana Ron B 
Tha Supramaa 

(Motown) .6.96 

□ 3362-PENDUUIM, 

Craodanco Claarwatar 
Revival (Fantasy) 6.96 

□ 3383-TNE SUPER HITS 

VOL S, Various Artists 
(Atlantic) .-.6.88 

□ 3384-SUPER BW, 

Jamac Brown (Kini) .. .6.98 

□ 338S-METAMORPHOSIS, 
Iron Buttarfly (Atea) . 6.98 

□ 3386-2 TEARS ON, 

Bao Goaa (Atea) .6.98 

□ 8323-THE BEST OF 

PETER, PAUL A MARY, 
Pator, Paul B Mary 
(Warner Brea.) 6.98 

□ B326-TAP ROOT 

MANUSCRIPT, Nail 
Diamond (Uni) .6.9t 


COUNTRY B WESTERN 


□ S320-SWISS 
MOVEMENT, Los McCann, 
Eddie Harris (Atlantic) 6.S8 

□ 5323-THE BEST OF 

RAMSEY LEWIS, Ramsay 
Lewis (Cadol) 6.9B 

a S325-MOHM ’76, 

Mongo Sontamsria 
(AHantic) 6.98 

□ 5326-FREE SPUCN, 

Eddie Harris (Atlantic) 6.98 

□ S327-MEIXOW 

OREAMIN’, Young 
Holt Unlimited 
(Catillion) 6.98 


SHOW B CLASSICAL 


(m'IIi^'. 


SOUNDS, COUNTRY, 
Various Artiata. Haggard, 
Jsirtaa, South. Owons B 
Others (Capitol) 6.98 

□ 432S-HEUO DARLIN’, 
Conway Twitty (Dacca) 6.98 

□ 4326-FI6HTIN6 SIDE 

OF ME, Marla Haggard 
(Capitol) 6.98 

□ 4327-FtOM HE TO 

YOU, Charity Prido 
(RCA) 6.98 

□ 4328-MMIHIT CASH 

SHOW, Tehnny Cash 
(Columbia) 6.96 


We are America’s largest all-label, all-artist stereo tape 
cartridge club. We want to introduce you to the newest, 
most advanced, most convenient way to enjoy music in 
your home, car or office — with trouble-free compact 
stereo tape cartridges that play continuously, switch 
tracks automatically and last practically forever. We are 
so convinced that you will enjoy this spectacular new 
stereo sound in a cartridge, that we are willing to give 
you the player free, as a membership gift, just so you'll 
buy your tapes from us — all the newest, factory-fresh 
releases direct from all the major recording companies 
— never at more than regular price, and you can save up 
to 50% . get free bonus tapes every month, enjoy a Club 
charge account and magazine. 

The STEREOMATIC tape player we give you free, as a 
membership gift, is superb. It must be good to keep you 
as a customer. It is made especially for Club members 
by one of the finest manufacturers in the world, to meet 
strict Club specifications that assure you brilliant high 
fidelity stereo performance for many years of trouble- 
free service. We know you must be delighted. That's why 
we are willing to send it to you at no risk or obligation 
on your part. If you like it. KEEP IT. It's yours FREE just 
for buying stereo tape cartridges you would want to own 
anyway. If not, return it and your membership Is can- 
celled. You pay nothing and owe nothing. To take advan- 
tage of this fabulous new membership offer, complete 
the coupon and mail now. 


SEND NO MONEY -JUST MAIL 


Stereo Tape Club of America 
8831 Sunset Btvd., Los Angeles, Celif. 90089 

Please accept my membership and send FREE Stereo- 
matic 8-track tape cartridge player checked below: 

§ HOME SYSTEM (speakers $29.95) 

HOME PLUG-IN (no speakers) 

AUTO SYSTEM (speakers $11.98) 

Also send 6 cartridges I am buying now to start 
membership. (Select 6 and print numbers below.) 


□ 6310-NAIR, Ontiti«l 

C««t (RCA) 7 

□ 6312-ROMEO B 
JULIETTE, Or - • 

Sound Track 

□ 6321-LOVE STORY, 

Origjflil Snund Track 
(Paramount) 7.96 

□ 6322-HOMER, Original 
Sound Track 

(Cotillion) 6.96 

□ 6323-PARTRIDGE 

FAMILY ALBUM, Shirley 
Jones. Oivid Ceuidy 
(Bell) 6.98 

□ 7363-CERSHNIII 

RHAPSOOT IN BLUE, 
London Festivel 
Orchestre (London) .6.96 

O 7319-THE GOLDEN 
SOUNDS CLASSICS, 

Various Artists 
(Cipilol) 6.98 

□ 7320-TOUI 


6.96 


□ S307-THE lEST OF 
WES MONTGOMERY, 

Wes Montgomery 
(Verve) 

□ 5312-MCMPHIS 

UNOERGROUNO, Herbie 
Menn (Atlentic) 6.96 

a S319-LIVE AT THE 
WHISKEY A-GO-GO, 

Herbie Mann 

(ABinlic) 6.86 


1812 OVERTURE, Zubin 
Mehta (London) 6.66 

□ 7322-8EST OF 
BEETHOVEN 

(Wastminster - Geld ... 6.98 

□ 7323-BOU80 - RAVa 
(Westminster ■ Gold) ..6.98 

□ 7324-TCHAIKOVSKV: 

SWAN LAKE SUITE 
(Westminster • Gold) ,.6.98 

If eovponremoved write to; 
Starae Tapa Club af AMtrlea 
8631 Sunset eivd.. 

Los Angeles, Ca. 90049 

E f trideiMit of *1971 
Sltree Tept Club el funerlee 


□ : 


DC 


Bill me for these plus shipping and handling. I may 
pay in 3 monthly installments if I wish. If not 100% 
satisfied. I may return player and cartridges in 10 
days and membership is cancelled. I owe nothing. 
(Fill in all info. If military, use military address) 


Name 

Address_ 
City 


_Age_ 


Home Phone 

Credit References_ 


Credit Card? (If any, check one): □ BankAmericard 
n Master Charge □ Amer. Express □ Diners Club 

Acet. # IF YOU WISH TO CHARGE 

ABOVE ORDER TO CREDIT CARD, CHECK HERE. .□ 

Military Only: Rank E- Serial # 

Date of Discharge Length of Service 

MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS: (check one) 

□ Popular □ Rock & Folk □ Show & Classical 
In addition to the 6 cartridges I am buying now to 
start membership, I agree to buy one a month for a 
year at reg. Club price plus postage and handling. 
(Albums you'll want anyway, thousartds to choose.) 


SIGNATURE (REQUIRED) 


H-1009-1 
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those mad, MOD date 
swappers bared in bold 
new magazine INSCENE 


Read IN SCENE, the publication that dares 
to bare the hot new sub-culture of unmarried 
date swappers and switchers. 

At last, a publication that shirks from the 
censor's scissors and boldly tells it like it isl 
From Hippie Crash Pad to College Campus to 
Luxury Suburban Ranch Houses, IN SCENE 
bares the real facts behind this ever-growing 
sex fad. 

Illustrated with over 100 black and white 
and color pictures, uncensored in any way, IN 
SCENE takes an insider’s look at the Shared 
Girls who are traded by their dates to men 
and women alike! 

NOVEL PRESS Dept. SM Room 502 
152 W 42 ST NEWrORK.N Y 10036 

Gentlemen: 

Please PUSH me a copy of IN SCENE at the publishers 

Introductory price of $3.50. I enclose $ 

Cash □ Check □ M.O. □. □ I am over 21 years old. 

NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY 


STATE ^ 





WHAT DO YOU REALLY KNOW ABOUT SEXUAL TECHNI QUES? 
ARE YOU CAPABLE OF MAKING MORE POWERFUL, 
MORE VIGOROUS, LONGER LASTING LOVE EVERYTIME! 


dear, sharp, explicit photos of 


SEXUAL TISCHK^IQXTES 



Foreplay 
Rear entry 
Oral genital 
female active 
Oral genital 
both active 
.and more! 


Now, right in your own 
home, two attractive 
nude models, in a mas- 
terfully directed series 
of photos, show you in 
sharp, well lighted de- 
tail, exciting positions 
of sexual intercourse. 


Each position has been care- 
fully chosen for the excitement 
and variety it affords! Each is 
illustrated with action photos 
of live nude models! 

These photographs have been 
carefully selected for the close- 
up action they reveal! 






» Supine 
male active 

* Supine 
female active 

* Sitting position 
» Oral genital 

male active 
..and more! 


Each photo set contains twelve 4x5 photos.... only $5.00 per set 
SPECIA L save $2.05— -Order both sets and pay only $7.95 


This offer absolutely limited to adults 21 years of age or over! 


send to: GREENWICH VILLAGE BOOKS dept". MM ^52 W. 42 ST. ROOm S02 

NEW YORK, N.Y. 10036 

NAME 


Please send me the items 1 have indicated 
below. I enclose $ in ( ] Cash 


( 1 Check ( 1 Money Order, I am 21 years ADDRESS_ 
of age or over, niTV 

[ ]Set AS5 ( ISet B S5 

I ] Spec/a/ offer of both Set A& B S7 .95 


New York residents add 5 It sales tax. 
Please use ZIP CODE for fastest service! 


GIANT SPIDERS! 
{Continued from page 29) 

“Come on, fella. Let’s see how 
good you really are.” 

The spider advanced, then lashed 
out with one leg. McGuire jumped 
and when the hairy claw swept back 
he met it with a slashing swing. The 
ax blade, though rusty, was sharp 
enough to slice through the hairy 
mass. The spider tottered, then 
jumped back, its injured leg flailing 
the air. 

“Let’s see how good you are on 
seven legs, boy. Come and get it.” 

McGuire lunged. The spider 
jumped backwards. He thrust 
again, then stepped back as the 
spider pounced down on the patch 
of sand he had just vacated. 
Suddenly the injured leg glashed 
out again and slammed into his 
head. 

He cartwheeled across the sand, 
landing in a dazed heap among the 
mesquite he had crouched near the 
previous night. Numbly, he ran his 
hand across his head, feeling the 
warmth of his blood and the sticky 
sap of the spider’s body fluids. He 
groaned when he saw his weapon in 
the sand. He couldn’t reach it 
without passing the snapping jaws. 

Out of the corner of his eye, 
McGuire saw Liz at the side of the 
mountain. 

“Get back!” he yelled. 

“No!” she yelled back, pausing to 
toss a rock at the hairy monster. 

The spider turned for its new 
adversary and McGuire broke into a 
lop-sided run, scooped up his 
weapon, and waited for the spider. 
When Liz dodged back into the 
mountain, the insect focused on 
McGuire again. 

Avoiding the deadly swipe of its 
spined legs, McGuire swung and 
was rewarded when his blade struck 
the other front leg. The spider was 
down, but only temporarily. It rose, 
then floundered a second time. It 
began to crawl toward McGuire. 

Shouting an animalistic cry of 
rage, McGuire ran toward the 
snapping jaws and, as the gory legs 
surrounded him in an embrace of 
death, he plunged his spear into the 
monster’s head. 

There was a high-pitched scream 
and McGuire dodged the hairy legs 
now intent on removing the deadly 
weapon. The spider lurched erect 
once more, then slammed to the 
ground. 

“Is it dead?” Liz called from the 
mountain. 

McGuire could only nod his head. 
A clattering roar filled his ears and 





KICAI- 

iances 


,...NrJeR^ 


:HNiCIANS 


NRl Appliance Training Division 
3939 Wisconsin Avenue 
Washington, D.C. 20016 


725-101 


Send me your illustrated FREE CATALOG that tells about oppor* 
tunities In Servicing Electrical Appliances, and gives details of 
NRI’s low-cost training plan. I understand there is no obligation. 
No salesman will call. 


□ CHECK HERE FOR FACTS ON Gl BILL 

If you have served since January 31. 1955, 
or are in service now, check box above. 


MAIL COUPON ABOVE FOR THIS 


FREE NRl 
CATALOG 


Learn professional 
methods of appliance repair 

Refrigeration and Air Conditioning included. Save on your own 

repairs, learn a skill in demand, earn extra income or start your own business. 


Short, easy course trains you at home to make 
^5 to ^7 an hour starting soon. 


Mail the coupon above for your FREE NRl Catalog. 
Find out how you can prepare quickly at home to do 
professional appliance servicing. 

After only a few lessons, you can be ready to 
start servicing your own appliances or start earning 
$5 to $7 an hour fixing appliances for friends and 
neighbors. The entire training can be finished in a 
few months. 

NRl Appliance training is the fastest way to a 
new job or skill or extra income in a spare time or 
full time business of your own. Wherever you live or 
want to live, you'll find a demand for top-notch appli- 
ance servicemen. 

billion appliances in use, there are proba- 
bly thousands needing repair right in 
your own neighborhood. They mean 


cash profits for you starting soon. Put your spare 
time to good use. Appliance servicing can give you 
the extra cash you may be seeking to do and buy the 
things you've always wanted. 

Low-cost NRl training covers — 

• Small and large home appliances 

• Air conditioning 

• Refrigeration 

• Portable electric tools 

• Small gasoline engines 

• Farm and commercial equipment 

Professional appliance testing equipment is in- 
cluded in your NRl course at no extra cost — to help 
you speed troubleshooting and repair jobs. Mail cou- 
pon now for your FREE NRl Catalog. No salesman 
will call. National Radio Institute, Appliance Train- 
ing Division, Washington, D.C. 20016. 


NRl APPLIANCE TRAINING DIVISION • Washington, D.C. 20016 

Accredited Member National Home Study Council 


With a 

■ 



HI-POWER BINOCULARS 


18 MILES 


Powerful folding Opera Glasses 
fit into pocket or purse. Center 
piece adjustment. Worth mony 
times low introductory price. Com- 
parable to models selling for $4.95. 


MystHy t«ur Frimli! UHU Ttur Family! Yau'll Ailonlili Ttam AMI 


250 magic tricks 


REVEALED 


kPECIAL 

INTRODUCTORY 

OFFER 


1 


00 


N0TNIN6 EXTRA TO BUYI 

- Iv«rir trick l» p«rfonn«e with •vvry^y 

thinif )r«w h«va arwune Ik* hauta. . . caiat, carOi, 
kalif. hanekarchiaH. rapac, aH. Tka taaall prka at 
$t.00 it all yaw payl 


"POSITIVELY ASTONISHING" . . . 

s-|y people who have seen this colloc-tion. Yon 'll lx- 
plucking coins from thin air! You'll cause cards to 
change their spots at your commaml! You'll Ix-ar 
the g.isps of wonder as joii do the worhUfamoiis 
"Indian Rope Trick. " You'll actually «!(> over IVI 
bafOing trices, including: 


' Tlw Visithinf Ball ' 
' Tka Mind Reading Trick 
• Tka Sacrat af Nutnbar 9 ’ 


’ Diuppaaring HandkarchitI 

• Tka Knat that Untitt Itsall 

• Tka Disapptaring Cain 

' rntnani tirning * Making a Ball Rail by Itsall 

* Craving Manay Trick ■ Mirada Card lunping Trick 

* Tka Cain laaping Trick * Tka Pkantaai Maney Trick, ate., etc. 

HURRYI Supply is limitedi 



ANYONE...* TO 40. ..CAN 
PIRfORM THtSf TUTS Of MAOK 
ONa rou KNOW THISI HCRITM 

First time revealed . . . this private 
eolliftion from "Art the Magician." 
COMPLETE SECRETS REVEALED! 
Every single trick fully explained! You 
saw some of them on T. V. Many were 
ixrfnmied by such master magicians 
HOUDINL THURSTON, etc. And 
now , , , YOU can do all of these 
famous magic tricks. They’re fun! 
They're mystifying! Simply terrific for 
parties! 


MAIL COUPON TODAY' 


Bruce Sales Company 

261 FIFTH AVE., ROOM 2102 
NEW YORK. N.Y. 10016 

1 enrW 11.00. PIraw RUSH my 2X0 MAGIC 


TRICKS potpMH 
I t'4n rrliim in i 
(Sorry. Xn COD's.) 
NAME . 


(ricks 



152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK,N.Y.10036 
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Amazing Offer! 

24 JOKE BOOKS »4 ALL 


Whai belter way to warm up an audience, start an 
interview, liven up an ariicle or report, or jusl bring 
■nerriment to a gathering of friends, than to tell a 
good joke ? 

Here are thousands of aisle-rolling aneedoies. puns, quips, 
and quotes for every imaginable speaking and writing 
occasion. You’ll find each book has jokes especially lor 
professional people, or for working men. educational 
people, farmers, salesmen, politicians, old people, young 
people — for every group you can think of. 

The subjects of these lung-busters are as varied as the 
groups they are about. You’ll have a joke to fit any 
topic: marriage, travel, art. taxes, children, baseball, 
business, food, social affairs, good ole sex, or anything 
else. 

MONEY BACK GUARAFiTEE RoCn) 502 

Padell Book Co nIw'yORk. ^n.y. i0036 


McGuire breathed deeply to try to 
slow the pounding of his heart. 
When the noise intensified he 
turned to see a column of Army 
tanks heading across the dunes. 
From the turret of the leading 
machine, he could see a figure 
waving. 

McGuire waved back weakly. 
Perhaps they had a chance after all. 

THE END 


MARCHING CORPSES 
(Continued from page 20) 

I didn’t get back there for some 
time, but when I did, I had a most 
interesting conversation with a 
doctor. I was very pleased that the 
mountain climber was present to 
hear it, as well as most of the others 
who’d been in on the earlier gab- 
fest. The doctor and I were talking 
about underwater diving,' and its 
possible effect on health. 

“During the first World War, I 
was in Odessa, at the hospital 
there,” he said. “One of our staff, a 
Dr. Sikoloff, was seized by terrorists 
led by an American anarchist. 

“The Bolsheviks helped us 
search. We heard that he had been 
murdered by the terrorists and 
thrown into the bay, so we offered a 
reward for the recovery of his body. 
Several divers went down and some 
came up quite insane, temporarily, 
and one or two died from strange 
maladies. 

“Then a British destroyer lost an 
anchor and sent an officer down. He 
didn’t find the anchor, but he saw a 
shocking spectacle, and finally was 
able to describe it — dead men 
marching on him, he said, a 
regiment of them, ragged, revolting, 
but alive. Marching as to music.” 

“The marching dead were really 
there?” I asked, as though I hadn’t 
heard, as though I didn’t believe. 
“Or were all those divers crazy?” 

“No — not exactly,” the doctor 
said thoughtfully, taking a long pull 
on his cigarette. “You see, before 
the Bolsheviks arrived, the 
terrorists imprisoned scores of men, 
for revenge or ransom, or whatever 
reason they had. Kolchak’s army 
was there too, fighting almost 
everyone. What with one thing and 
another, the prisons were filled. The 
men were chained by the legs to 
prevent flight, with their hands left 
free. When the Bolsheviks arrived, 
the terrorists fled, but first they 
shot their prisoners lest they talk to 
the new powers. They then flung the 
bodies into the bay — and those are 
the bodies the divers saw.” 






r 


1 


Cleveland Institute of Electronics * 

1770 E.17th St., Cleveland. Ohio 4411^ I 

I 

Please send me 2 FREE books describing opportunities in | 
Electronics and how to prepare for them. j 

I 

Name Age I 

(please print) I 

Address j 

City j 

State Zip ■ 

Q Veterans & Servicemen: check hereforG.I. Bill information • 

l\/IG-45 I 

Are you stuck in dull, low pay work? 
The coupon above can change your life 



Mail it right now for 2 FREE BOOKS 
about today's fantastic Electronics 
boom, and how you can earn up to 
$12,000 a year by cashing in on it. 

I F you’re trapped in a job with no fu- 
ture-plugging away at dull, routine 
work for penny-ante pay— here fs your 
chance to do something about it. 

• Just mail the coupon above and we’ll 
send you, FREE, two books that can 
start you on the road to a rewarding new 
career. A career you can be proud of. 
One where you’ll do exciting work. And 
one that can pay you the kind of money 
that many men only dream of. 

Thousands of career openings like this 


exist right now in America’s hottest 
growth industry— Electronics. It’s an in- 
dustry where you can take your pick of 
literally scores of different “glamor jobs’’ 
—in broadcasting, automation, the aero- 
space program, and many other areas. 
And it’s an industry where, once you have 
some experience under your belt, you can 
earn up to $5, $6, $7 an hour. ..$200, 
$225, $250 a week ...$ 1 0,000, $11,000, 
$12,000 a year. 

You don’t need college training to 
break in. Our free books will show you 
how you can prepare right at home in 
your spare time. And they’ll show you, 
too, how we can help you land the “dream 
job’’ of your choice. 

So why delay? Mail the coupon above 
for your two FREE books today. 


If coupon has been removed, write to Cleveland Institute of Electronics 
1776 E. 17th St.. Cleveland. Ohio 44114 
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PLUG-TENNA 



USf YOUR HOUSE WIRING 
ASA POWERFUL TV ANTENNA 


Plug-Tenna is a sensational an- 
tenna thot may eliminate costly 
"roof' and "rabbit-ear" anten- 
nas. Plugs in easy as an electric 
cord, converting your home wiring 
into a gigantic TV antenna. Be- 
cause Plug-Tenna uses no electri- 
city, it costs nothing to operate. 
Plug-Tenna stays out of sight and 
out of the way. 

Excellent, also, for AM-FM and 
short-wave radios. 


OUR PRICE . . . $2.98 


BERWICK SALES COMPANY 
26) FIFTH AVE., ROOM 2102 
NEW YORK, N Y. 10016 


>F2FI\BR& 

FOR SAIT AND PEPPER 

Grandma was in- 
deed proud to en- 
hance her table 
setting with these 
unusual salt and 
pepper shakers. 
Her pet rooster 
proudly overlooks 
the crystal-clear 
shakers hanging 
from her favorite tree. 
Sure to be the topic of 
conversation at your din- 
ner table or they make the 
nicest gift or bridge pri^e. 
Sturdily constructed, the 
$ lantern shaker tree stands 
about 7" high. 
Order #LS-3 today at a low, $i.2S each set 
or order two sets for $2.00 (save 50$). Add 25( 
postage -f handling for each set. CHURCH CROUPS 
or other DISTRIBUTORS may order in QUANTITY. 
All shipments sent postpaid. One dozen (Si$11.7S, 
three dozen @ $2S.S0, 12 dozen @ $06.40. SORRY 
NO COO'S.OROER FR0M;NARC0 DISTRIBUTORS. INC. 

152 W. 42 SI. Rm. 502 
New York, N.Y. 10036 
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“But they were standing up — the 
Marching Dead.” 

“They were standing because 
their leg-irons were so heavy that 
their feet were held in the mud,” 
the doctor explained. “They didn’t 
march, but they moved together 
because they were all swayed at the 
same time by the currents in the 
bay. In the end, we recovered every 
corpse. That’s all there was to it.” 

“No it isn’t,” I said. “Such bodies 
should have been decomposed long 
before. And why were so many 
divers stricken?” 

“All those chemicals dumped 
into the very cold salt waters of the 
bay evidently had the effect of 
preserving the bodies,” the doctor 
said. “As for the maladies of the 
divers, that’s what we started 
talking about, wasn’t it? We never 
understood them fully. Possibly 
they can be explained by glandular 
action and the chemistry of fear.” 

“They were all brave men, 
accustomed to working under 
water,” I said. 


“Yes, they may all have been 
brave, experienced, and 
accustomed to danger,” the doctor 
said. “But not to the shock of what 
they saw. Perhaps the excessive 
adrenalin poured into the 
bloodstream already heavily 
charged with nitrogen due to the 
pressure of the water — perhaps this 
generated deadly poisons, but we’re 
not sure. Those who went insane 
were driven to it by shock, perhaps 
aided by the factors mentioned 

Thus a mystery, started in 

Odessa, was cleared up for me 

thousands of miles away in Chicago. 
The doctor’s name, incidentally, 
was Sascha Gabrienz. I made a 
tape recording of our discussion 
later, in case any one should doubt 
me. At the' moment, though, I 
wasn’t interested in future 

doubters. I looked up to my 

mountain-climbing-heckler. He 
looked away. Crazy divers, indeed! 
What about climbers? thf fnd 


VIOLETS OF DEATH 
(Continued from page 8) 

once, and they can be renovated 
and made liveable again — ghostly 
flowers or not!” 

“Until a week from now then.” 
We parted and as I headed to the 
underground, I made several 
mental lists of what had to be done 
within the next seven days. 


THE MUMMY'S EYES 
(Continued from page 4 6) 

wandering the desert in a heat- 
induced stupor. When they brought 
him before the provincial police, he 
could only repeat the story outlined 
above. But when he appeared before 
his backers, the World 
Archaeological Society, there was 
one addition. 

“For those of you who doubt the 
power of Mentemhet, who neither 
believe in me nor in my slave’s 
message, then heed this. For his 
mistake, this mortal will forfeit his 
life. His message has been 
delivered; his usefulness is 
finished.” 

Dave Logan collapsed on the 
polished floor. Only the whites of 
his eyes showed. The tendons of his 
throat were straining, as if he were 
trying to shout a warning through 
permanently-sealed lips. 

THE END 

Go slow — let 'em grow! 

Drive carefully — the child you save 
may be your own! 


^^Mr. VARNEY, may I 
present my wife.” 

I bowed to a very charming 
woman seated behind a beautiful 
rosewood desk. 

She got up and walked towards 
me, her hands outstretched. “I’m so 
glad to meet you, Mr. Varney.” 

“But this place, Mrs. 
Whimbly — it’s incredible! In less 
than a week you’ve made fantastic 
improvements.” 

“Not so great,” Whimbly cut in. 
“The walls were sound. All it took 
was a few coats of plaster and some 
paint. We moved in yesterday.” 

“And I hope never to have to go 
’through it again. It was 
dreadful — cartons all over the house 
and no room even to unpack them. 
The upstairs still isn’t finished and 
the outside of the house must be 
painted, of course.” 

“And what of your built-in air 
freshener?” I asked smiling. 

“That’s what we wish to talk to 
you about. You see, my wife would 
very much like to be taught how to 
‘smell’ those violets.” 

“Yes. What made me decide was 
a poem by Shelley that I discovered 
quite by accident a few days ago. 
Here, I’ll read it to you.” Crossing 
the room, she went to a well-stocked 
bookcase and took down a leather- 
bound volume. Opening it to the 
page marked with an index card, 
she read: 

(Continued on page 60) 






NEW! PR<^SSIONAL-TYPE 

HEAVY DUTY 
PAINT SPRAYER 


SAVES YOU 
UP TO 
$500 ON 
painting & 

DECORATING! 


SPRAYS 

SMOOTH, EVEN COAT 

AUTOMATICALLY 

AT ANY ANGLE! 

ONLY *12® 

2 FOR $25.00 








New jet propulsion pump 
powers any pourable liquid! 
Adjustable jewel nozzle prevents 
clogging, skipping . . . iets you 
spray up, down, or sideways 
— without tilting jar! 

Siiky — Smooth painting 
in half the time! 

Slip-proof trigger provides 
simpie one-finger operation! 


FREE viscometer 
attachment holds 
consistency even 
— adjusts for 
thick, medium, 
or thin spray! 
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Now. ..save yourself a bundle of time and money 
on any painting or spraying job around the 
house! Just plug in the cord, squeeze the trig- 
ger, and paint walls, ceilings, doors. ..house ex- 
terior, garage .. .car — anything! — automatically! 
Works on any liquid that pours— even varnish or 
polyurethane! Revolutionary new viscometer 
lets you adjust any brand or type of paint (en- 
amel, flat... latex, PVC— or what have you) tor 
proper consistency — and holds it! Foolproof 
electromagnetic motor never needs oiling or 
adjustment. Completely rustproof. 

You rrtust get professional results 
— or money refunded! 

ONLY $12.98 COMPLETE 

31 Hanse Ave.,Dept.BT-8 .Freeport, N.Y. 11520 



JAY NORRIS CORP., Dept. BT-8 
31 Hanse Ave., Freeport, N.Y. 11520 

Please rush me the following; 

n 1 PAINT SPRAYER for $12.98 Plus $1.50 postage 
□ 2 PAINT SPRAYERS for $25.00 plus $2.50 postage 
(New York residents 
add sales tax) 


TOTAL S_ 


Enclosed is □ check Q money order, 
Now! Charge any order totaling $15.00 or more. 

Charge to my □ Diners Club 
□ Master Charge Q BankAmericard. 

Account # 

(Signature) 

Name 


(please print) 


Address 
City 


-Zip . 
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.A MN.KSTO.VE /.V SEX FDt.’CATJO.V 
771E MVSTER/ES OF PnVSJCAL f.O\T 
FI.’LLY MFVEALED AS .NiEV'ER DEFOHE 

The Photographic 
Manual of 
Sexual Intercourse 

• 256 pages 

• Complete and 
Unabridged 

• 150 Actual Phoiographs 
Including many in 
FULL COLOR! 

• Over 150,000 Copies 
Sold at $9.98 
Now Only 

» 2.95 Oirect-by-Maill 


Evtryone has experienced sexual crises — acute 

C roblems that seem to be exclusively theirs ... Yet 
hese are problems that virtually all of us face . . . 
and there is really only one sensible way to solve 
them ~ with knowledge. 

The modern wife or husband who appreciates the 
subtle artistry involved in intimate relations with 
their mate can enjoy many rewards . . ■ among them, 
marital stability, harmony and happiness. Sex is 
much more than just "doing what comes naturally." 
A true awareness of the intricacies of intercourse is 
necessary to discover the warmth aod strength which 
only real sexual rapport can supply to a marriage. 

Now, for the first time, the intriguing mysteries 
of sex are unlocked for your enlightenment through 
the medium of over ISO actual full-color and black- 
and-white photographs of a completely nude man 
and woman, a married couple, shown together in 
a variety of intercourse positions. This is, without 
a doubt, the most advanced, sophisticated and re- 
vealing volume yet published on the subject. The 
book demonstrates - with easy-to-understand words 
and honest photographic illustrations - Just what 
marital sex can and should be. This is a work 
which you and your mate can read together and re- 
late directly to the Intimate moments of your own 
life. You will learn, step by step in minute detail, 
each touch, each kiss, each sensitive area, each 
movement to enable you and your mate to achieve 
new heights of gratification. 

Graphically llluetrated 
To repeat, you will see not drawings or sketches, 
net dolls or mannequins — but over 150 large clear 
photographs of a nude man and woman In more than 
100 coital positions. This new, authoritative guide- 
book is designed to educate and enlighten, to pro- 
vide a far greater degree of pleasure than you or 
your mate ever thought possible! No other book you 
have ever read even remotely approaches this one 
for completeness and complete honesty. You must 
' see it yourself to believe it! 



Incredible Value! Send Today! 

Over *150.000 copies of the Photographic Manual 
of Sexual Intercouse have already been sold at $9.98. 
Hundreds have been purchased by renowned univer- 
sities, libraries and cultural institutions. Now, you 
can obtain the soft cover edition of this remarkable 
volume direct-by-mail for only $2.95. Mind you. this 
edition is complete and unabridged, with every pho- 
tograph and every word of text included. Absolutely 
na risk! if, after ten days, you're not thoroughly 
convinced that there, indeed, is the most compre- 
hensive and revealing volume of its kind, then simply 
return it for your money back, promptly and without 
question. This offer Is good for a limited time only. 
Take advantage of it without delay by mailing the 
coupon below. 
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1 WKS PENT-R-BOOKS. INC., Dept Ron $02 I 

152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK, N.Y. 10036 

I Please rush me copies of the new • 

j "Photographic Manual of Sexual Intercouse & \ 

I $2.95 per copy plus 25C for Post & Hdlg., mailed | 

I in plain wrapper. If not satisfied, I may return j 
I the book within 10 days for money back. | 

I I hereby represent that I am over 21. | 

I □ I have enclosed $ In full payment. | 

j □ Cash □ Check Q Money Order j 
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Music, when soft voices die. 
Vibrates in the memory — 
Odours, when sweet violets 
sicken. 

Live within the sense they 
quicken. 

Rose leaves, when the rose is 
dead, 

Are heaped for the beloved's 
bed; 

And so thy thoughts, when 
thou art gone. 

Love itself shall slumber on. 

“That is a beautiful poem,” I 
agreed. “And strange, isn’t it, that 
Shelly should hit upon what 
happened in this house so many 
years ago.” 

“Whatever do you mean, Mr. 
Varney?” 

“Sit down both of you and I’ll tell 
you a story. I spent most of 
yesterday going from one historical 
association to another until I finally 
found what I wanted. In the early 
part of the last century, this house 
was owned by the captain of a 
clipper ship. His daughter, a girl 
named Melody Bronson, was in love 
with the first mate, a boy called 
Charles something or other. 
Anyway, there was a dreadful storm 
at sea and the youth was washed 
overboard. Melody never married 
and became a sort of recluse, raising 
flowers, playing the pianoforte, 
seeing no one. Eventually her father 
died, leaving her a sizeable fortune. 
Years and years and years later she, 
too, passed away, willing this house, 
as well as the others on the block, to 
a distant relative. His grandson 
was, I believe, the old gentleman 
who died seventy years ago and left 
his estate in such a muddle.” 

“Such a sad tale, Mr. 
Varney — and now more than ever I 
want to be able to recall that scent 
of violets. Is there any way at all I 
could be ‘tuned in’ on the right 
frequency? George mentioned 
something of your analogy between 
that and the ability to cross one’s 
eyes. My sister taught me how to do 
it when we were children. Watch, I 
can still do it.” 

“Yes indeed, quite charming, 
Mrs. Whimbly.” 

“Seriously now, is there any way I 
can learn to be sensitive to the spirit 
world?” 

“I’m a detective, Mrs. Whimbly, 
not a medium. But I must admit 
that I have tried several 
experiments in this area with 
varying degrees of success. If you’re 
willing to risk it, so am I.” 

Everything necessary was already 
in the room. We started 
immediately and I had her remove 



NOW, SEXUAL ENLIGHTENMENT 
TAKES A GIANT STEP FORWARD! 

BHHSr 


This is Europe's best-selling seif manual. 
Today, at last, you can obtain it in the U.S.A. 
Why is this magnificent book so important, 
so eagerly sought after? Because it com- 
bines informative, eye-opening straight talk 
about the act of love in all its pleasurable 
variations with clear, vivid photographs of 
live models — a nude man and woman 
graphically demonstrating more than 90 
sexual intercourse positions. To repeat — 
this book features 100 beautifully revealing 
photographs — all full-page size — all in 
true-to-life full color. 


A Trend Setting Breakthrough! 


Critics on both sides of the Atlantic have 
hailed this book as a dramatic history- 
making advance in the search for sexual 
enlightenment. One look will convince you, 
too. For you will instantly see how the use 
of large, superb full-color photographs can 
achieve the clarity, the power, the impact so 
necessary to explain every thrilling facet of 
sexual love-making. 

Neither instinct nor trial-and-error could 
possibly teach you the advanced sexual tech- 
niques explicitly pictured and described in 
this remarkable book. Almost overnight, you 
will learn how to transform dull, routine sex 
into exciting episodes of sensation, satisfac- 
tion and gratification beyond your fondest 
hopes. And it's all so incredibly easy to fol- 
low because the color photographs show you 
precisely what to do, detail by detail, every 
step of the way. 


You Risk Nothing! Send Now! 


This book, “The Pictorial Guide To Sexual 
Intercourse" is a significant milestone — an 
educational first! Hundreds have been pur- 
chased by renowned universities, libraries 
and cultural institutions. No mere word could 
possibly convey to you its scope, its beauty, 
its absolute clarity. That’s why we urge you 
to send for it today — to see it with your 
own eyes — without risking a single .psnnyl 
If, after reading it, you and your love part- 
ner do not discover new heights of sexual 
enjoyment and fulfillment, then simply 
return the book for a prompt refund — no 
questions asked. You have nothing to lose 
but the few moments it takes to fill out the 
coupon below. So why not put it in the mails 
today ! SPECIAL DELUXE SOnBOUND EDITION! 

m PACES- i 714' ONLY $4.95 POSTPAID 


10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 


Yes, please send me copies of “The Pic- 

torial Guide To Sexual Intercourse," deluxe soft- 
bound edition, at $^ each postpaid. I under- 
stand that I must be completely satisfied or I may 
return the book within 10 days for a full refund. 

n I am enclosing $ in full payment. 

□ Cash □ Check Q Money Order 
I Hereby attest that I am over the age of 21. 


wr 

(signature) 
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iTack&Whittt! 

' • Regular Smm or Super 8!^ 

At last .... we have THE action films! They used to be blurry, over-exposed, detail-obscured and 
only available for viewing at private clubs, smokers, stag parties, or bachelor parties. The cost of these 
‘action films’ was also too high for the average fellow to bear. NOW .... YOU can buy REAL ‘action 
motion pictures’, that are TRUE in full-quality-of-detail. These films ARE different, because they 
have been produced from the GENUINE ORIGINAL MASTERS, in FULLY EQUIPPED, MODERN 

MOTION PICTURE, FILM LABORATORIES. So you get CLARITY! AND at reasonable 

prices! The lowest and MOST reasonable prices ever offered for ‘THE REAL McCOY” 

Our PROFESSIONALLY PRODUCED ‘action motion pictures’, are BURSTING with SENSUAL 
excitement! They are a collection of RARE and EXCLUSIVE ‘action motion pictures’ of guys and 
gals “working” together, to bring you many extended hours of viewing enjoyment. All this hearty 
‘heat’, can be yours to permanently own, and view in the privacy of your own home. 


SNEAK PREVIEW 



SNEAK PREVIEW 



SNEAK PREVIEW 



SNEAK PREVIEW 


This brochure shows you portions of these “EXCLUSIVE” ‘action’ motion pictures. These selected 
‘frames’ of the films, are only ‘teasers’ of the real thing. Think of it ... . actually owning ‘truelife’, 
‘ACTION MOTION PICTURES’, going ‘full-blast’ on your own silver screen RIGHT in your living 
room or den. AND ... if you like being popular, and enjoy sharing your fun with others;your friends 
will flock to your house, once you let them know what you have to show. 

NOW . . . WHILE THEY LAST . . . GET THESE MOST RECENTLY PRODUCED ‘EXCLUSIVE 
FILM RELEASES!! 

We are stocked now . . . and we are ready to give you immediate delivery, directly to your home. 
Your shipment will arrive in a plain sealed wrapper. Please enclose a $5.00 deposit with your order, if 
C.O.D. shipment is desired. TO ORDER. YOU MUST BE OVER 21 YEARS OF AGE! 

NOTE Some of the participants may wear Face Masks or dark Glasses to protect their identity but 
their inhibitions end there! 


EARN HUNDREDS OF EXTRA 
DOLLARS EACH WEEK 
This unusual offer is available to pur- 
chasers - only! If you wish to benefit 
from big profits, here is an opportunity 
that you should take advantage of - im- 
mediately .... become a sales representa- 
tive for us in your spare time. We offer 
our salesmen large discounts on all of our 
merchandise. If you are now purchasing 
our merchandise, you may request our 
salesmen’s DISCOUNT LIST . . . and be- 
gin making big money . . . immediately. 
CHECK SPECIAL BOX ON THE 
COUPON AND MAIL WITH ORDER! 


PRICE LIST 

J 2 FILMS AVAILABLE 

1 200’ Smm film □ Color $20 □B&W$I2 

2 different films □ Color $35 □B&WS20 
5 different films □ Color $85 □ B&W $45 
8 different films □ Color $ 1 20 □ B&W $65 

All 12 Films □ Color $150 □ B&W $85 
*For Super 8 color or black & white 
add $ 1 per reel to above prices 
PHOTO SETS 


1 2 different 4x5” photos $5 

24 different 4x5” photos $9 

36 different 4x5” photos $12 


Smm viewer available for $5 □ Reg 8 0 Super 
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MAJESTIC, 152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK, N.Y. 10036 

Gentlemen: 

Please send me the following items in □ Reg. Smm □ Super 8 

O 1 have enclosed S in full payment. □ Cash □ Ck. □ MO 

O 1 have enclosed a SS Deposit. Please send C.O.D. 

□ 1 Sample Film □ Color $20 □ B&W S12 
O 2 Different Films □ Color S35 □ B&W $20 

□ 5 Different Films □ Color $85 □ B&W $45 

□ 8 Different Films □ Color $120 □ B&W $65 

□ ALL 12 - 200’ Films □ Color $150 □ B&W $85 

□ ACTION VIEWERS ^$5 □ Reg.8 CBuper 8 

□ 12 Photographs from Films $5 

□ 24 Different Photographs $9 

□ ALL 36 Different Photos from Films $12 


Room 502 

□ 1 am interested in becoming one of your salemten. Since I 
am now making a purchase to show my sincere interest, 
please include my confidential salesman’s price list with my 
shipment. 

Name 

Address — 

City State Zip 

I hereby certify that 1 am over the age of 21 years: 


Signature 
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REAL. LIVE 


sextfM 

meRcooKsc 


on Smm film 


^^^^TLEARN FROM THE EXPERTS' 
Watch as a passionate nude couple 
perform the ultimate in lovemaking. 
^^^Nothing has been censored. These revo- 
lutionary films show you everything from 
the thrusts arKl throbs of coital passion 
through to an exciting assortment of oral 
love play. OVER 21 ONLY. STATE YOUR 
AGE. 

DON'T PUT OFF ANOTHER NIGHT! 


Part 1 Techniques $7.50 

Part 2 Advanc^ Techniques $7.50 
SPECIAL! Buy both parts for only $10’ 


CAMEO Dept. $PM-102 Room 502 

152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK. N.Y. 10036 

* ^ 


Sexual Aid Products 

AMD Devices 
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152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK N.Y. 10036 


1 


25 


WILL GET YOU THE LARGEST 
UNCENSORED CATALOG. 

COMPLCTCLV ILLUSTHATiD 
■OOM • aiUMe NUOAllHiaePMOTOeeCTC. 

OVER 21 OWLV. STATE YOUR APE. 


E.B.C. DEPT SPM-104 Rocm 502 
i52 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK. N.Y. 
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MAJeSTIC DEPT. SPM-1QS Room 502 
** 152W.42ST.NEWYORK.N.Y 10036 
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ONIV. STATE YOUR AGE. 

RARELY DOES SUCH EROTIC DETAIL APPEAR IN A BOOK' 

With EachOrdvTbuWil 
Raceiw a Set Of 4X5' Photos 
Of This Most hitimate Act! 






Book Bargains, Inc. spm-io6 

152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK. N.Y, 10036 
Room 502 


her shoes and lie down. Then I 
hypnotized her. As I hold an 
advanced degree in mesmerism, 
there was absolutely no danger, but 
in the hands of an unskilled 
amateur, the results could be 
disastrous (and it is for this reason 
I will not go into details of how I did 
it). 

Mrs. Whimbly was fully under 
the trance. I shone the soft light 
directly into her eyes and as quietly 
as possible told her how the Other 
World surrounds ours like a gauzy 
curtain. 

“Spirits are all around us, my 
dear. Sights, sounds — yes, even 
certain smells, are all a product of 
this simultaneous existence. There 
is no fear if you open your mind to 
their presence and take them for 
what they are — mementos, sou- 
venirs, gentle remembrances of the 
past.” 

With Whimbly’s aid, I brought 
her to the third-floor room. In spite 
of the fresh paint the fragrance of 
flowers still clung to the walls. 

“Breathe deeply. You can smell 
the violets. Breathe — now awaken!” 

Mrs. Whimbly’s eyelids fluttered, 
then snapped open. “Mr. Varney, 
George — I can smell them! They’re 
beautiful. I . . .” 

“What is it, Margaret?” 

“Oh my God — there’s something 
in this room! I can feel it — I can 
sense it! It’s horrible!” She flung 
herself into her husband’s arms and 
sobbed wildly. 

“Take her down, quickly!” I 
ordered. When they had gone, I 
closed the door and concentrated. 
No, I could feel nothing. But then, 
my senses weren’t as acute as Mrs. 
Wliimbly’s now. And what she had 
felt wasn’t the sweet fragrance of 
unseen violets. 

“There has to be something else 
in this room,” I muttered to myself, 
“but what? The history of the hou^ 
hints at nothing violent — unless it is 
something that happened long 
before Melody’s time.” 

The light in the room was on, so I 
knew that whatever was troubling 
the house would not be destroyed by 
more light. But I also realised that 
whenever two apparitions — in this 
case, the flowers and the 
spirit — inhabit the same space, 
both are in a weakened condition. 
Object and odour — “I’ve got it!” I 
cried. 

Rapidly descending the stairs I 
went into the parlour where I found 
Whimbly trying to calm his 
distraught wife. 

“Do you think both of you could 
manage staying in a hotel tonight? 
I thiidt I know how to help, but I 



This is the most fantastic film on sexual 
intercourse ever produced.... Actually see a 
handsome, well endowed young couple, 
completely nude, perform exciting positions 
of sexual intercourse right before your eyes! 


GREENWICH VILLAGE BOOKS dept. SM 
152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK. N.Y. 10036 
Rocm 502 

Please send me reels of SEXUAL LOVE- 

MAKING at $10.95 each. I encloses 

in ( ] Cash [ ] Check I J Money Order. 

I am 21 years of age or over. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE ZIP 

N. V. residents add S% sales tax. 

Please use ZIP CODE for fastest service! 


Yes, for the first time in your life, here are how- 
to instructions in the skill of SEXUAL LOVE- 
AfAX'//VG... everything important you have to 
know...all the vital facts that surely, quickly, 
easily may make you a far greater lover than 
ever before! There's never been anything like 
this...never anything even remotely close! 


This daring film, SEXUAL LOVEMAKING 
s-h-o-w-s YOU in razor-sharp cinematography 
the intense sexual sensations that can be had in 
various and exciting positions. It is a course of 
instructions including , perhaps for the first time 
expert techniques for performing cunnilingus 
and fellatio the right way. 


Increase your sexual knowledge, add variety to 
your lovemaking, and become a more accom- 
plished, more satisfying lover! 


ARE YOU BORED 
SEXUALLY? 

Imagine your arousing any woman to 
her fullest sexual potential everytime! 


SEXUAL 

LOVEMAKING 


AN INTIMATE F LM 
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EXmilK ADULT BOmS 

Featuring Provocative, Bold And Daring Books 
For Pleasure Filled Reading And Viewing! 


9dm ADULT 
PHOTO READERS! 

THC MOST EXCITING lEAOING MING 
SOID TODAY! EACH BOOK CONTAINS 
FROM SO-TO-75 FUll PAGE CAPTIONED 
UNCENSORED AND UNRETOUCHEO PHO- 
TOGRAPHS THAT ALLOW YOU TO VIS- 
UALLY FOLLOW EACH EXCITING STORY 
TO ITS EXPLOSIVE CONCLUSION. 


n.75 RETAIL PRICE 
NOW AS LOW ASn.OO EACH 


SAVE NOW! 


^1.50 EACH* 5FOR ^6.00 
• ALL 10 FORSIO.OO 



IN HEAT 

Shirley Miles. An un- 
usual story ef a wom- 
an who gives her body 
os she pleoses and to 

Complete with more 
than SO photos. 

no. BK2332 

A DIFFERENT KIND 
OF LOVE 

Sue Ferrante. Feolur- 
■ ng Iru-actien photos, 
this book tells the hor- 
rowlng tole of a smell 
town girl lured into a 
lesbian trop, 

no. BK2333 

NYMPHS 

ANONYMOUS 

Rolf Kirby. A "stud 
squad" whose duty it 
is to obey every de- 
sire and whim for o 
passion-mod mistress. 
Illustrated with actual 
pholegreohs. 

no. BK2364 

THE RED WHIP 
Clement Goodwood. 
Pain is whot stimu- 
lated her. She loved 
giving it to onother 
female or male body. 

no. BK2334 



COLLEGE GIRLS 

Kim Tohere. A foculty 
thot leads the student 
body in uninhibited 
behavior, ond they all 
hove one thing In com- 
mon — sexl 60 nude 
photographs. 

no. BK2338 

THE DEADLY ORGAN 

WoHer Melter. A per- 
verted killer who hod 
discovered o dioboli- 
cal drug thot made his 
young, tender victims 
obey his every com- 

no. BK2342 

THE LOVE 
REBELLION 

Charles Wyont. This 
explosive occount tells 

daughter sharing the 
some man in New 
Yorks "hippy" col- 
ony. Over SO photos. 

no. BK2336 

THE ACID EATERS 
Rolf Kirby. More than 
60 still pictures, along 
with hord-hilling text, 
reveol whot it's really 
like to spend a wild 
weekend with drug- 
happy, sex-mad motor- 

no. BK236e 

SKE-MASTERS 

Enid Wolker. These 
helpless felines had to 
do exactly os she com- 
manded, in every 
phase ef sizzling sex- 
uolity. Women as well 
as men, become love- 
slaves. no. BK2337 

no. BK2337 

THE ANIMAL 

Holly Nafesh. A tele- 
phone and telescope, 
wgre his tools for 
erotic terrorism, ond 
whot he sow height- 
ened his desire fer sex 
and perversion. Over 
60 photographs 

no. BK2339 


UNUSUAL SEX PRACTICES 

EXPLAINED IN 30 NEW ADULT BOOKS 


UP TO SI 25 RETAIL NOW AS 
LOW AS $75 EACH* SAVE' 


NOW YOU CAN PURCHASE THESE OUTSTANDING ADULT BOOKS COVERING A VARIETY OF UNUSUAL SEX PRACTICES JAMMED 
FULL OF ACTUAL CASE HISTORIES AND THE LATEST FACTS AND INFORMATION. ORDER TODAY FOR IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT. 


THE SEXUAL CLIMAX 
Harvey T, Lealhem end Hugh Jonet. 
The author describes in vivid detoil the 
various methods and techniques em- 
ployed in bringing about the sexuol 
orgasm. Illustrated cose histories. 

no. BK2353 

SEX: COUNTRY CLUB STYLE 
Patricio Stephenson. Over a score el 
irstimote. graphic case histories tllws- 
Irole hew the beoutiful people, ol- 
reody satisfied by effluence and pres- 
tige, turn to sex in its most bixorre, 
sensual forms. no. BK2329 

I, PERVERT 

Patricio Duront end Keith Nelson. Pre- 
sented here ore those special coses for 
oil students of deviont sexual behav- 
ior. Some ore shocking; others ore 
unbelievable. But ell ere true. 

no. BK2370 

THE GROUP SEX KICK 
Reger Bloke, Ph.O. Go inside the 
swinging circles with Allan S. Dunhill, 
the omoting "Sexual Superrrsan", who 
truthfully boasts thot he led three sex 

no. BK23I3 

CYCLE FURY 

Reggie Cor. A motorcycle gong that is 
out for kicks ond chicks, sieges o 
country town ond takes the town's 
young girls for their prisoners. 

no. BK2322 

HOLLYWOOD SWINGS 
Woodrow Olivetti, A sexuol expose of 
the movie industry. Meet the homos 
tho losbions ond ethers who poredo 
through the pages of this report on 
Flickvill# ond its seamy sexual under- 

no. BK2330 

GIRL LOVES GIRL 

Diane Golden. Enter the world of les- 
bian love. The why's and how’s oro 
oxportly dolineoted in the chapters of 
this startling volume. „„ BK23SI 


NYMPHO WARD 

Warner Quenten. Ph.D. Nymphomoni- 
ocs reveal every exacting detail of 
hew they use their body and onioy 
every minute of it. It’s all hero. 

no. BK2306 

ANAL EROTICISM 

Dale Cordon, Ph.D. Sox, Crook stylo, 
is o subtect thot deserves mere public 
enlightenment. That's why this book 
hod to bo written. You'll never again 
rood o more Ihereugh treatment ef this 
topic. Actwel cose histories! 

no. BK23I7 


ADOLESCENT SEXUAL PRACTICES 
Borboro Heffmon. Topics in this fas- 
cinating study include: deviations 
among loenogers; o sexual green light; 
leersaged lesbians; ond other subjects 
in full clinical detoit. nO. BK23I5 

LESBIAN WARD 

Gilbert Schotx. This book brutally and 
fronkly discusses the problems ef wom- 
en enslaved by ether women. 

no. BK2305 
BABY TALK 

Mork Eden. Whot mode the teeny- 
bopper go to extremes in sexuol mor- 
als? This book bares the scorching 
truth about these hip groovy swingers. 

no. BK2343 
GIRL GANGS 

Borboro Hoffman. A shocking often 
frightening expose ef today's hopped- 
up teen girl gongs, banded together 
for hicks of sex and violence. 

no. BK 2323 

PREMARITAL SEXUAL BEHAVIOR 

R. T. Barton. While society still ex- 
pects single people to hove no sexual 
outlets, this study reveals how they do 
indulge their natural urges in o wide 
variety of woys, po. BK23I6 


SEXLESS LOVERS 

John Mldre-Pognor. This book reveols 
how there con be sex without sex 
organs no. BK2344 

BITCHES IN HEAT 

Carson Oovls. Here is a powerful and 

driven by uncontrolled sexuol forces. 
They ore nymphos. nO. BK2307 

SURE THING 

Dele Gordon. Ph.O. Find out obout 
secret love potions that, when admin- 
istered, will britsg her to her knees 
begging for more sex. no. BK2345 

SUBURB SEX CLUB 

Corson Davis. An authentic, in-depth 
study of o wild, wild "mod" swop 

no. BK23I9 

SEX AND THE TEENAGE GIRL 
Horvey leathern. A book deloiling the 
sexual behavior ef the adolescent 
American femole. Learn the truth obout 
sex end the teenage girl. BK2326 

SEXUAL FREAKS 

Rick Ooniels. Studies include: men 
with huge sex organs, women with 
small organs, the sex life of midgels, 
the hermaphrodites, phollic deformi- 
ties and much mere! no. BK2360 


$1 EACH e 10 BCXIKS FOR $9e20 BOOKS FOR $17 
BALL 30 BOOKS FOR ONLY $22,50 

(WE RESERVE THE RIGHT TO SUBSTITUTE IF NECESSARY) 


THE SEXUAL TRIANGLE 
Potricia Ouroni & Keith Nelson. Oocu- 
mentory cose histories are used to 
illustrole every point of the sexually 
adventurous couples who offer the hos- 
pitolily of their bed to a third person. 

no. BK2320 

THE WEIRDOS 

J. L. Kullinger. Cose histories detoil 
the bilorre ond unusual sex proctices 
in which weird devices from eleciric 
vibrotors to leolher bools ore used fer 
sexual thrills. BK2328 

SEX AND THE FASHION MODEL 
Beatrice Kacon. From the files ef a 
prominent Park Avenue psychiolrist 
come the sex secrets ef actvol fashiea 

no. BK2362 

THE SEX EPIDEMIC 

Brent Croig. Candid descriptions ef 
whol's happening in today's sexual 
revolt, end the excesses ond bizorre 
practices that ore experienced. 

no. BK236I 

CALL ME PET 

Petulo S. as told to Aoron J, Abelord. 
Every sexuol oct is described in vivid 
detoil of o young girl's voyage l« 

no. SK2363 

THE SATYR MALE NYMPHOMANIAC 

Thaddeui, Kilousky. Actual interviews, 
illustrotive case histories ond lucid 
descriptions ore included, 

no. BK2357 


ADOLESCENT INCESTUAL 
BEHAVIOR 

Charles Weber. Explore clinically, the 
behovior of teenagers who perform 
normal and aberroni sex with memberte 
ef their ewn family. 8K2308 

THREE FOR SEX 

Drs. Mali ond Kothleen Colont. A stort- 
ling documentary of this "new treilism 
kick", totally complete in its cover- 

no. BK23I8 

SEX BETWEEN WOMEN AND BOYS 
Eric Oonner. Read about those women 
who use their bodies os boit to lure 
the odolescent moles into their beds. 
Shacking cose histories no. BK2309 

STEPFATHER SEX 

Patricio Durant ond Keith Nelson. The 
authors explicitly recount the ease with 
which these Lolitas Accept their new 

loth.,, Q. ... pon».n.„„ BK2359 


BOOK BARGAINS, INC. DEPT. SPM-20lRoom 502 
152 W. 42 ST. NEW YORK, N.Y. 10036 

Please send me the following book(s) listed below by their numbers. 

I AM 21 YEARS OF AGE OR OVER. 33^^ 


BOOK NUMBERS: 


PHOTO READERS □ 5 Books For $6 Q All 10 Books For $10 
UNUSUAL SEX PRACTICES □ 10 Books For $9 □ 20 Books Fer $17 

□ All r - ■ - 


I 30 Books For $22.50 


Q I hove enclosed $ — 


_□ Cosh □ Check □ M.O. 
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WHAT HER "TEACHERS" 
DIDN’T KNOW ABOUT 
THE EXOTIC... 

SHE TAUGHT THEM! 

Neighbors in the Southern Caiifornii city called 
them the Gay Sisters — the pair in the secluded 
house down the block. But Deborah and Sandy were 
beyond all care as they shared their most intimate 
desires within their sensual world, devotees to the 
pursuit of physical sensations. 

When their advertisement brought the delicate 
beauty named Elicia to their door, they couldn't 
believe the shy teenager's innocent desire to share 
their sensate world, to be slave to their unbridled 
demands. 

But their "student" became their teacher as this 
wanton nymphet became passion's mistress, en- 
slaving the sisters to her own sensual demands. 

ORIGINAL UN-RETOUCHED VERSION 
WITH UNRESTRICTED FULL VIEWS - 
8MM BLACK A WHITE 219 FT- ORIG 
$25.00. NOW ONLY $9.95 

I — ...................... ..1 

j NOVEL PRESS. DEPT. GS-IOOI Room 502 ■ 

I 152 W 42 ST. NEW YORK. N.Y. 10036 | 

i Please rush me the gay sisters J 

j I enclose$iX95 Cash □Check 

■ M.O. plus 50C P.p. ; 

I □ I am over 21 S 

j NAME S 

! ADDRESS i 

I CITY STATE ZIP j 

'eV*"*-"'"'*****" — — • 


won’t be able to do anything until 
tomorrow night.” 

Whimbly nodded curtly and went 
to the phone to make a reservation. 
“Are you sure your plan will work,” 
he asked while waiting for a 
dialtone. “Can you give us anything 
definite to hope for?” 

“No, I’m afraid not. In this 
business, one must make a series of 
educated guesses. The supernatural 
never follows any set laws. But 
there are positive patterns, and it is 
these we must employ. By the way, 
have you any neighbors on either 
side of you?” 

“No, not yet. The houses are all 
sold though — but why? Will there 
be any danger?” 

“Again, I don’t know. But we’ve 
got to take that risk. I’ll explain 
everything in further detail 
tomorrow night.” 

MET at the pre-arranged 
time of ten o’clock in front of the 
row house. I had suggested that 
Whimbly leave his wife at the hotel, 
and was glad to see that he had 
followed my advice. 

“In her hysterical condition, she 
might upset everything. We’re 
treading on thin ice. In fact this 
mightn’t work.” 

“But it’s worth a try. We’ve got to 
rid the house of this thing.” 

He helped me lug a heavy 
package up the two flights of stairs 
and into that little room in the 
corner. We sat the bulky object 
down and opened the paper. 

“Why, it looks like a . . 

“That’s exactly what it is — a 
common, ordinary, run-of-the-mill 
thing, but I had the very devil of a 
time in getting it.” 

“I can imagine. But what do we 
do now?” 

“Nothing — just wait. Since 
neither of us will be able to sense its 
presense, we’ll have only two things 
to go on. You’re wife became 
sensitive to its existence at 
approximately eleven o’clock, so 
we’ll have to wait until then.” 

“And what’s the other clue?” 

“There’s a law of physics that 
says two objects can’t occupy the 
same space at the same time. To a 
limited extent, this law holds true 
in the supernatural world as well. 
We’ll be able to tell when the evil 
ghost appears . . .” 

“When the smell of violets 
disappears!” 

We made ourselves comfortable. 
Eveiy few minutes Whimbly looked 
at his watch and sighed. Then he’d 
get up and wander about the room 
for a while, sit down and sigh again. 
Client or not, he was beginning to 
get on my nerves. 


I was about to say something to 
him until I noticed — “Whimbly, 
concentrate on the fragrance. Is it 
getting weaker to you?” 

He stopped his roaming and 
sniffed, squinting his eyes as he 
focused on the faint odour. “I think 
so,” he said slowly. 

“And at the same time — It’s 
almost eleven. Give me a hand.” 

He came over and helped me 
position the machine in such a way 
that it would cover the entire room. 

“Are you ready?” 

He nodded his head. 

“Fine. I don’t know what to 
expect, but I don’t think we’ll be in 
any physical danger. Get set now. 
I’m going to turn it on.” 

I flipped the switch — suddenly 
the whole room was encased in pure 
noise. We both put our hands to our 
ears as the siren’s wail rose higher 
and higher in pitch. 

“The smell!” Whimbly shouted 
over the din, “it’s getting stronger!” 

A white flash errupted, sending 
both of us to our knees; perhaps the 
room rocked only in our minds, but 
I felt the floor give way for a fraction 
of a second. This was the sign I had 
been waiting for. 

I reached over and turned off the 
siren. Silence pounded in our ears. 
A moment later, Whimbly asked: 
“Is it over?” 

“Yes, your ghost is gone. But 
unfortunately, so are your flowers.” 

He paused. “You’re right. But 
how did we do it?” 

“Simple. There was an 
apparition in this room that 
manifested itself as odour; the other 
was a ghost, an object. If I added 
the third possibility, sound, the 
plane of existence wouldn’t be 
strong enough to hold all three. My 
theory worked. The fire engine siren 
blasted the violets and the black 
ghost into nothingness. The house 
now belongs completely to you and 
your wife. In a few days I’ll be back 
to de-sensitize Mrs. Whimbly. 
She’ll no longer be able to sense the 
spirit world.” 

“Good — you don’t know the hell 
she’s been through in these last 24 
hours. There are ghosts and 
apparitions all over.” 

“I’ve known that for years, Mr. 
Whimbly. And now both of you do 
also. Help me wrap this thing again 
and return it before anyone finds 
out it was gone.” 

“You mean you stole it?” 

“Not at ail. I merely borrowed it 
before anyone had time to lose it. 
And anyway, I think a little 
innocent borrowing is worth the 
sanity of a very lovely woman, don’t 
you?” 

He did. THE END 
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EVERYTHING YOU EVER WANTED 
TO SEE % AND READ ABOUT 

I LOVE and SEX 

but* fully Pht^c^rsphed 


SEX EDUCATION WITHOUT CENSORSHIP! The first authoritative sex instruction and sex education 
books ever published in America. Nothing is omitted! Every fact of human sexuality is boldly explained 
in authoritative text and razor sharp photography. 



SEX IN MARRIAGE 


OVER 400 PHOTOGRAPHS 
IN FULL COLOR AND BLACK & WHITE 
Let an experienced doctor guide you to full sexual Happi- 
ness. Containing over 400 color and black and white 
photographs that show everything in close-up detail, these 
volumes incorporate the latest findings of Doctors 
Masters, Johnson and Reuben. They show and tell you 
everything there is to know about sex. Everything about 
foreplay - How a wife and a husband can stimulate and 
sustain each other's excitement. New oral stimulation 
techniques. Common household objects as sex aids. Tech- 
niques of the swinging set, the wife swappers, the hippies. 

Fully photographed! Everything about intercourse • a vast 
array of positions. Special "observation" positions! Pen- 
etration positions! Anal positions! Orgasm control posi- 
tions! Fully photographed. 


OVER 79$ PAGES 


YOU WILL SEE PHOTOS OF: 

finger caresses of the vagina • oral stimula- 
tion of the scrotum • use of hands on breasts 
combined with cunnilingus • close-up penetra- 
tion with wife's legs up • entire penis engulfed 
by vagina and OVER 400 MORE! 

• 

Get this great four volume set today and start 
using the valuable information they contain... 
you and your sex partner will be glad you 
did!!! 


BK2822 VOL. 1 


BK2823VOL. 2 • BK2824 VOL. 3 • BK2825 VOL 4 


ONLY $$.9$ EACH 
SAVE! BUY ALL FOUR VOLUMES 
FOR ONLY $24.00 


ORAL SEX & THE LAW 

Over 180 color and black and white clear and 
sharp photographs and 38$ pages of text tell 
the full story of oral stimulation and gratifica- 
tion. Fellatio, cunnilingus, the classic "$9" pos- 
ition, the exotic variations, they are all here in 
the most complete work ever on oral sex, het- 
erosexual, homosexual and lesbian. Find out 
what you can learn from homosexuals and les- 
bians who are experts in using 'their mouths. 

Oral breast caresses, anal sex, the techniques of 
“rimming," licking, gobbling and more. ..a re- 
discovery of the mouth as a SEX TREASURE. 

Find out how you and your sex partner can use 
your mouth, lips, tongue and teeth to increase 
and prolong your pleasure. Order these inform- 
,11.. -Olun.., lod„l ^ ^ 

OVER 180 PHOTOGRAPHS 
IN FULL COLOR AND BLACK «. WHITE 
OVER 380 PAGES 

SAVE! BOTH VOLUMES ONLY $12.00* 



SEX BETWEEN 
HUMANS 8( ANIMALS 

Men having sexual intercourse with sheep, 
cows, goats, chickens! Women fondling the 
genitals of dogs, apes and horses, and even 
copulating with them! Over 170 unretouched, 
uncensored photographs and illustrations, 430 
pages of text. Learn the full story of bestiality, 
mankind’s oldest and most widespread sexual 
aberration. Kinsey revealed that "four million 
American females will, at one time or another 
in their lifetimes, make sexual love with an 
animal.” That friendly neighbor's pet may be 
his or hers secret lover. Learn the true facts! 


431 PAGES • 2 VOLUMES 



THE WAYS HOMOSEXUALS MAKE LOVE 

Two volumes full of completely uncensored 
photographs show and tell you the full story of 
the shadow world of homosexuals and lesbians 
How do they become that way, how do they 
find each other, what do they do with and to 
each other? The text and the photographs pull 
no punches. Nothing is censored, nothing is hid- 
den. See lesbians using mouth, tongue, fingers, 
vibrators, dildoes. even vegetables to satisfy 
each other. See homosexuals using the most un- 
usual fellatio techniques ever captured on film 
What homosexuals and lesbians, expert in using 
mouth and anus, sex aids and unusual positions 
can teach us about making love. 

VOL. 1 - MALE TO MALE SEXUAL TECHNIQUES • BK2828 
VOL . 2 - FEMALE TO FEMALE SEXUAL TECHNIQUES • 6 K2829 

ONLY 
$6.9$ 

OVER 42$ PAGES • 2 VOLUMES EACH 

SAVE! BOTH VOLUMES ONLY $12.00! 



ENCYCLOPEDIA SEXUALIS 


Everything you've always wanted to look up 
AND SEE about sex, thousands of words and 
phrases, over 290 full color and black and white 
photographs. There has never been a reference 
book like this. In close-up detail, with no cen- 
sorship whatsoever, the photos illustrate un- 
usual sex acts, erogenous zones, pervarrions, 
slang words and phrases. No word, no practice, 
no expression is too dirty or too ‘‘far-out.*' 
Everything that books of reference have sup- 
pressed or ignored. Get this unique book today! 

BK2834VOL 1 • BK2B3$ VOL 2 


OVER 37S PAGES • 2 VOLUMES 
ONLY $6.9$ EACH SAVE! BOTH VOLUMES ONLY 


SAVE! EVERY BOOK IN THIS AD A $97.30 VALUE 

ONLY $80 IF YOU ORDER NOW! 



DECISIONS IN DENMARK 


In 1969 the Danish parliament removed all 
restrictions on pornographic pictorial 
materials. 250 color and black and white 
photographs fill these two books and show 
you exactly what the Danes can now see. 
The text traces the origin of Denmark's 
historic decision. To report fully on the 
new freedom of the Danes the publishers 
have included many full color reproduc- 
tions from Danish magazines, showing 
without any censorship, intercourse, fel- 
latio, analism, group sex, homosexuality. 
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lesbianism and bestiality. Should we abol- 
ish all restrictions on pornography in this 
country? Read and see the arguments for 
both sides and learn all there is to know 
about the "Danish Experiment." 


BK2832 VOL. 1 
BK2833 VOL. 2 

DVER 2$0 PHDTDGRAPHS IN FULL CDLOR 
AND BLACK I> WHITE • 2 VDLUMES • 432 PAGES 
DNLY $6.9$ EACH SAVE! BDTH VDLUMES DNLY $12.00 


ypni RATA IMP DEPT. SPM‘901 Room 502 
mcui UAIA, mu. 152 w. 42 ST. NEW YORK, N.Y. 10036 

Gentlemen: Please send me the following book($) listed below: 

□ bK2822 □bK202S □bK2828 □bK2831 □bK2834 

UBK2823 □bK2$26 □bK2829 □bK2832 □bK283$ 

□ bK2824 □bK2827 □bK2830 □bK2833 

DevERY book in this ad WORTH $97.30 - NOW ONLY $80 
I am ordering a total of -^^^^_books. Total $ 


.Gcaih Gcheek 


f AIRMAIL ihipmei 


ind cheek here 


I address. 


I I hereby certify that I am 19 years of age or over: 
I glftNATIIPg 
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HELGA. The completely “new” life size instant doll you 
have been waiting for. Helga makes all other dolls sold 
look like toys. She is the doll that has been built to 
your specifications. That’s right. Your specifications. 

We’ve taken ail the suggestions you’ve sent to other 
doll companies, and given them to our designers over- 
seas. They have at last, after two years of constant /LIFE-LIKE IN 
improvements come up with the Helga doll which will 

undoubtedly meet with your wildest expectations. EVERY DETAIL) 

Wears size 9 clothes 

HUMAN-LIKE SOFTNESS 

Helga's soft flesh-tike vinyl form is inflatable, and she stands 5'4" 
tall. Her soft life-like body is movable and bendable, and she meas- 
ures 38-24-36. No assembly is necessary. Just add air and “presto” 
you now have a life size 5'4" beauty. Both you and your friends 
will be amazed at the life-like finish and appearance of your new 
found playmate. 

SAVE MONEY . . . BUY DIRECT 

We are so proud of Helga, our new 1971 life size doll, that 
we are selling her direct to you from our warehouse. Since we 
have eliminated the distributor, we are passing this savings 
on to you, our customer. Other dolls which are inferior to 
Helga, are selling elsewhere for much more money. So order 
now. Order direct. And save. 


HELGA DESIGNED 
FROM 

ABOVE MOLD 


GUARANTEE - GUARANTEE 

If after owning Helga for 10 days, you do not find her 
the most life-like doll available at “any” price, you may 
return her for a complete refund of your purchase price. 


SWEDISH SALES Dept. MT-10 

BOX 47 ■ NORTHRIDGE, CALIF. 91324 
Gentlemen: Please rush Helga to me on a 10 day free trial. I under- 
stand that I must be satisfied or my purchase price will be 
refunded iirfull. 

□ I enclose $7.95 -1- 95< p.p. Ship deluxe 

□ I enclose $14.95 -|- 95« p.p. Ship custom adult only 
type Helga to me. 

□ Please rush. I enclose 50^ extra for rush order. 


NAME . . 
ADDRESS 
CITY .... 


STATE ZIP 

California Residents Add 5% Sales Tax 
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An Important Message 

To Every Man And Woman 

In America 

Losing His Or Her Hair 


If you are troubled by thinning hair, 
dandruff, itchy scalp, if you fear approach- 
ing baldness, read the rest of this statement 
carefully. It may mean the difference to you 
between saving your hoir ond losing the rest 
of it to eventual baldness. 

Baldness is simply a matter of subtraction. 
When the number of new hairs fail to equal 
the number of falling hair, you end up minus 
your head of hair (bald). Why not ovoid bald- 
ness by preventing unnecessary loss of hair? 
Why not turn the tide of battle on your head 
by eliminating needless causes of hair loss 
and give Nature a chance to grow more hair 
for you? Many of the country's dermatologists 
and other foremost hair and scalp specialists 
believe that seborrhea, a common scolp dis- 
order, causes hair loss. What is seborrhea? It 
is a bacterial infection of the scalp that can 
eventually cause permanent damage to the 
hair follicles. Its visible evidence is "thinning" 
hair. Its end result is baldness. Its symptoms 
are dry, itchy scalp, dandruff, oily hair, head 
scales, and progressive hair loss. 

So, if you are beginning to notice that your 
forehead is getting larger, beginning to 
notice that there is too much hair on your 
comb, beginning to be worried about the dry- 


Male pattern baldness is the cause of 
the greot majority of cases of baldness 
and excessive hair loss. In such cases 
neither the Comate treatment nor any 
other treatment is effective. 


ness of your hair, the itchyness of your scalp, 
the ugly dandruff — these are Nature's Red 
Flags warning you of impending baldness- 
Even if you have been losing your hair for 
some time, don't let seborrhea rob you of the 
rest of your hair. 

HOW COMATE WORKS 
ON YOUR SCALP 

The development of an amazing new hair 
and scolp medicine called Comate is specifi- 
cally designed to control seborrhea and stop 
the hair loss it causes. It offers the opportunity 
to thousands of men and women losing their 
hair to bacterial infection to reverse the battle 
they are now losing on their scalps. By stop- 
ping this impediment to normal hair growth, 
new hairs can grow os Noture intended. 

This is hew Comate works: (I } It combines 
in a single scalp treatment the essential cor- 
rective factors for normal hair growth. By its 
rubifacient action it stimulates blood circu- 
lation to the scalp, thereby supplying more 
nutrition to still-olive hair follicles. (2) As a 
highly effective antiseptic. Comate kills on 
contact the seborrhea-causing scolp bocteria 
believed to be a cause of baldness. (3) By its 


Note To Doctors 

Doctors, clinics and hospitals inter- 
ested in scalp disorders can obtain 
professional samples and literature on 
written request. 


kerotolitic action it dissolves ugly dandruff. 
By tending to normalize the lubrication of the 
hair shaft it corrects excessively dry ond oily 
hair. It eliminates head scales and scalp itch. 

In short. Comate offers you in o single 
treatment the best that modern medicine has 
developed for the preservation of your hoir. 
There is no excuse today except ignorance 
for any man or woman to neglect seborrhea 
and pay the penalty of hair loss. 

COMATE IS 

UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEED 

To you we ofler Ihis UNCONDITIONAL 
GUARANTEE. Treat your scalp to Comote in 
your own home, following the simple direc- 
tions. See for yourself in your own mirror how 
after a few treatments. Comate makes your 
hair look thicker and alive. How Comate ends 
your dandruff, stops your scalp itch. How 
Comate gives your hair o chonce to grow. 
Most men and women report results after the 
first treatment, some take longer. But we say 
this to you. If, for any reason, you ore not 
completely satisfied with the improvement in 
your own case — AT ANY TIME — return 
the unused portion for a prompt refund. No 
questions asked. 

But don't delay. For the sake of your hair, 
order Comate today. Nothing — not even 
Comote — can grow hair from dead follicles. 
Fill out the coupon now, and take the first 
step toward a good head of hair again. 

C«nMl« C«rparati»n, 


"I used to comb out o hand- 
lul ol heir at a tune Now I 
only |el 4-S on eiy comb. 
The terrible itchini has 
stopped " 

-L.H M., Los Anieles. Cal. 

“My hair has improved. It 
used to tall out by handfuls. 
Comale stepped it from 
lallint out " - 0 . M H , 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 

“My hair hat quit lallmc 
out and cettine thin.'* 

-0. W. 0.. t/o ffO , N. Y. 

“My husbaisd has tried many 
treatments and spent a treat 
deal of money on hit scalp. 
Nothin! helped until he 
started utini your formula." 
-Mrs. A. lel. Piqua. Ohio 


"Cemate is successful in 
every way you mention. Used 
•t only a few days and can 
see the bit chanie in my 
scalp and hair." 

-C.C H..N. Richland. Wash. 

“My hair was thin at the 
temples, and all over. Now 
It looks so much thicker, 

I can tell it." 

-Mitt C.T..San Angelo. Tei. 

“Now my hair looks quite 
thick." 

-F. t. K . Chicaio, III 

“My hair had been coming 
out and breaking off ter 
about 21 years and Comale 
hat improved it so much." 
-Mrs. J. E.. Lisbon. Ca. 


“I've used a good many dif- 
ferent 'tonics.' tut until I 
tr'ed Comate. I had no re- 
sults. Now I'm rid 01 dan- 
druff. and itchy scalp. My 

hair laaki Ihirker " 


“Used it twice and my hair 
has already stopped falling" 
-R. N.. Corona. Cal 


“No trouble with dandruff 
since I started using it “ 
-L. W W.. Galveston. Tei. 

"It really has improved my 
hair in one week, and I know 
what the result will be m 
three more. I am to happy 
over it. I had to writel" 
-Mrs. N. I . McComb. Miss. 


COMATE CORPORATIOH Dept. 9711A 

21 West 44th Street, Hew York, N.Y. 10036 
Pleose send at once the complete COMATE hoi 
treatment (60 days' supply) m ploin wroppei 




s of the treotmeni, oi 
refund upon return of 




. Send 


completely 

you GUARANTEE prompt and fi 
unused portion. 

□ Enclosed find $10 (check, 
posipoid. 

□ Send COD I will pay postman $10 plus about $U0 
in postol charges on delivery. Sove the $1-S0 bv en- 
closing $10. (onoda, loitign, APO. FPO, odd SOt — No (.O.D. 


Address 

Z City State Zip 


RUSH THIS NO-RISK COUPON TODAY' 




LEARNING COLOR TV, COMMUNICATIONS, 
ELECTRONICS IS FAST, EASY, FASCINATING WITH NRI 



ALL THIS IS YOURS — from Achievement Kit to Color TV set you build 
yourself — when you enroll for the NRI TV-Radio Servicing course. Other 
courses are equally complete. Unique training methods, ‘‘bite-size” texts, 
many personal services have kept NRI the 55-year leader in its field. 


ACT NOW-STEP UP TO HIGHER PAY, A BRIGHTER FUTURE 
EARN $5 TO $7 AN HOUR SOON AFTER YOU ENROLL 


Even if your education is limited, you can learn Color Tele- 
vision Servicing, Communications or Industrial Electronics at 
home in your spare time the NRI way. NRI has spent mil- 
lions of dollars simplifying, organizing, dramatizing home 
study training in this fast growing field — perfecting educa- 
tion at home to make it easy to grasp, entertaining, exciting 
and practical. The NRI learn-by-doing way trains your 
hands as well as your head. 

Be a skilled technician in America’s 
fastest growing industry coior Television is 

just one of the money-making “boom” markets in the field 
of Electronics. And Electronics is growing so fast it is ex- 
pected to be America’s number-one industry in a few short 
years. TV technicians are in demand now to keep millions 
of color sets in working order. NRI prepares you with actual 
on-the-job experience by including in its 
Color TV course a custom-designed color set ^ • « • — — 
totally engineered for training purposes. You 
learn by doing, demonstrating things you 
read about in “bite-size” texts as you build 
and work with professional equipment. Elec- 
tronics comes alive in a fascinating way. In 
Color TV, the end product is your own high 
quality set, yours to keep for years of view- 
ing pleasure. 


“revolution” in business and industry; learn to understand 
computers; or take part in missile, rocket and satellite pro- 
grams. Whatever your interest, whatever your need, NRI 
has fifteen training plans tailored for you. 

Act now — get all the facts opporti^mtie. are 

endless for the well-trained man. Discover the ease and ex- 
citement of training at home with the leader — NRI. Mail 
the coupon today for new NRI color catalog. 

No obligation. No salesman will call on you. 

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE. Elec- 
tronics Division, Washington, D.C. 20016. 


FREE COLOR CATALOG 


15 NRI TRAINING PLANS 
give you a choice of fields 

NRI has a training plan to fit every interest, 
every need in Color TV Servicing, Communi- 
cations, Industrial Electronics. You can learn 
to be your own boss in your own TV-Radio 
Servicing business, or make $5 to $7 an hour 
fixing sets in spare time. Or you can get into 
the fascinating fields of broadcasting-com- 
munications. Or be a part of the Electronics 

APPROVED UNDER Gl BILL 

If you have served since January 31, 1955, 
or are in service, check Gl line in coupon. 


NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE 
Electronics Division 
Washington, D.C. 20016 




225-101 

Please send me your new catalog. I have checked the field of most interest to me. 
(No salesman wilt call.) Please PRINT. 


□ TV-Radio Servicing (with color) 

□ Advanced Color TV 

n Complete Communications 

□ FCC License 

□ Industrial Electronics 

□ Basic Electronics 

□ Math for Electronics 

□ Electronics for Automation 


□ Aircraft Communications 

□ Mobile Communications 
G Marine Communications 

□ Amateur Radio 

G Advanced Amateur Radio 
G Electrical Appliance Repair 
Q Air conditioning — Refrigeration 
G CHECK FOR FACTS ON Gl BILL 

Age 


ACCREDITED MEMBER NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 



